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Fat, driving a boy acroſs the flage. 


till he 


—— I 7 $i To 


"Tell him in hs Nan five minutes we ſhall have the houſe about . 


' our ears ! oh 


[Te the ko 1 £ 


Oh firs! The promptet has miſlaid the prologue, and x we © are : all 


a mort. 


T ſuppoſe our friends wo wot will ſoon. be making pretty 
r TX 


For pity”s ſake, LC ae without it—Good, y firs, do! 
"T'was moſt *bomtinably dall— Zounds ! ! There ftznds the writer. 


Well! It*s very-truc. 


One of our te tum ti heroes was to hive wakes its mho meaſure 


out nonſenſe by the yard ; 


And our chief hope was you'd make too muck noife for it it to be. 


heard. 
"The author had mounted on the ſtilts of pratony and Mpontion : : 


| Not but he had a ſmart touth or two, about Poland, Þ POL, and | 


the—the revolution; 


Telling us that Frenchman, "and Poliftman, : and every man is our 
brother : 


And that all men, ay even poor negro men, have a right to be 


free one as well as another ! 
Freedom at length, and he, like a torrent i is ſpreading and ſwell- 
 ingp -, 
To ſweep away pride and reach the moſt miſerable dwelling : : 
To eaſe, happineſs, att, ſcience, wit, and genius to \ give birth ; 
Ay, to fertihze a worlkh and renovate _ earth? | ; 
Thus he went on, not mentioning : a uid about = play ; 
For he ſays prologues are blots, which ou ghr to be wiped ayay : 


A gothic prattice, and, tn ſpite of precedent, not the better for 
being old ; 


For, if we notary part of the plot, it then decomes es a take tw; OI 


p n . P , py o 
> Ii % , 0 a $4 op WY 


And ſach twice telling can rarely once excite our wonder : 
Ergo, he that ſays nothing is leaſt likely to blunder. | 


Since therefore prologues are bad thongs at beſt, pray, my wa | 


friends, 


Neyer mind the want of one, but live in m hope the play will make 


2%: - 
; = 


Tennis Markers, &c. 


Mrs. Wand 4 


Sophia — _ wn | 


Femy — — 
Mrs. Ledger — 
Milliner, _ 
Manteau-maker. 


DRAMATIS PERSONE. 


Mr. Munn. 


Mr. Dornton — 

Harry Dornton — Mr. Hounax. 

Mr. Sully — Mr. Wizsox. 
Mr. Silky - — Mr. Quick. ; 

_ _ Goldfinch — Mr. Lewis, 
Mr. Milford =” "Mr, Hizray, 

ſ Mr. Smith — Mr. PowtLL. 
Hoſier — Mr. Mac Cxxavy. 
Sheriff's Officer _ Mr. THompys0N. 
Jacob —, — -;Mr. Ras! i 
Waiter. 33-01 

Clerks. 

Servants. ; 
 Poftillions. 
Tradeſmen. 


. Mrs. MaTTOCks. 


Mrs, Mtzxy. 
Mrs, HarLowr. 
Mrs. PowELL, 


SCEN E, London. Time not twenty-four hours. 


NN, B, The paſſages marked with double commas are any = 
in in repreſentation. : 


THE 
ROAD To RUTN: 


£/Q-Thb-if 
S C ENE I. The Heoafe of Donnton, : 
Mr. Doxxrtox alone. 4 
AST two o'clock and not yet returned ! | 
—Well, well oped s my own fault \—Mr. 8: 


Smith! 

Enter Mr, SMITH, | 

Mr. Smith. Sir. £> a 
Dornton: 1s Mr. Sulky. come 1n ? 


Mr. Smith. No, fir. 
Dornton. Are you ſure Harry Doraton ſaid he 


ſhould return to-night ? 
Mr. Smith. Yes, fir. 
Dornon, And you don” t know where he is 
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Mr. Smith, He did not tell me, fir. 
Dornton. | Angrily] 1 aſk if you know !. 
Mr. Smith. 1 believe to Newmarket, fi r. 


Dornton. You always beheve the worſt !—IIl 
ſit up no longer—Tell the ſervants to go to bed 


—And do you hear, ſhould he apply to you for 
money, don't let hum have a guinea. 

Mr. Smith, Very well, fir. 

Dornton. 1 have done with him ; he 1s hence- 
forth no fon of mine! Let him flarve! 
P Mr. Smith, He acts very 1mproperly, fir, 10- 

ecd, © | 
Dornton. Improperly ! How ? What does he 
do? [4a "med. 

Mr. Smith. Sir ! | 

Dornton. Have you heard any thing ps] 

' Mr. Smith. [ Confuſed] No—No, fir—Nothing 
— Nothing but what you yourſelf tell me. 

Dornton, Then how do you know he has acted 
improperly ? _ 

Mr. Smith, He 1s certainly a very g good- hearted 
young gentleman, nr... 

Dornton. Good-hearted ! How dare you make 
{uch an affertion ? 

Mr. Smith, Sir! 

Dornten, How dare you, Mr. Senith;: inſult me 
ſo? Is not his gaming notorious; his racing, 


driving, riding, and affociating with knaves, fools, 


debauchees, and black legs? 

Mr. Sith. Upon my word, fr—I— 

Dornton. But it's over ! His name has this very 
day been ſtruck out of the firm i Let his drafts be 
returned. It's all ended ! | Paffionately]. And, ob- 


ferye; not a guinea! If you lend him any your- _ 
ſelf. VII not pay you. I il no longer be a fond 


doting father! Therefore take warning! Take 


_ varning, I lay ! : 'Belis diſtreſs what it will, not a 
guinea |! 


$4.38 
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guinea | Though you ſhould hereafter ſee bim 


begging, ſtarving in the ſtreets, not fo much As 


the loan or the gitt of a ſingle guinea! . 

[ith ate} paſſ 10, 

Mr. Smith. 1 ſhall be careful to oblerve your 
orders, fir. | 


Dornton. Sir! [T, error] Why, would you ſee bum 


ſtarve ?—Would you ſee him ſtarve and not lend. 


him a guinea ? Would you, fir? ' Would you? 
Mr. Smith. Sir !—Certainly not, Except In obe-. 
dience to your orders |. 
Dornton. { Amazement and compaſi on | And could 


any orders juſtify your ſeeing a poor unfortunate 
youth, rejefted by his Wy abandoned by his 


triends, ſtarving to death ? 
Mr. Smith, '} here 1s. no danger of chat; fir. 
Dornton. I tell you the thing ſhall happen | 
He ſhall ſtarve to death ! | Horror at the ſuppoſition ] 
I'll never look on him more as a ſon of mine ; 
and I am very certain, when T have forſaken him, 


all the world will forſfake him too. | Almoſt 1n 
tears.) Yes, yes! He 1s born to be a poor. 


wretched outcaſt ! 
Mr. Smith. 1 hope, fir, he fill will make a fine 


man, 


Dernton, Will >— There 1s not a Ger. "WE 7 


ſomer, nobler looking yourh 1 in the kingdom z no. 


not 1n the world ! _ 

Mr. Smith. I mean a worthy ood man, fir, 

Dernton. How can you mean any ſuch thing ? 
The company he keeps would corrupt a faint. 

Mr. Sith. Sir, if you will only tell me what 
your pleaſure 1s, I will endeavour to aft like a 
faithful ſervant. 

Doruton, 1 know you are a faithful FELERS Mr. 
Smith.—{ Takes his hand] I know you are—Bur 
you—Y ou are not a father. 
B 2 -. Pater 


FT. 
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Enter Mr. SvuLxy, and Mr. SMITH goes off. ; 
Dornton. Well, Mir. Pn have you heard ny 


thing of him ? 


Sulky. Yes. F6u. 
Deans. And, hay—?_ [ Exceſfvel impatient] 


Any thing conſoling, any thing good * ? 


_ Sulky. No. 


Dornton. No ?—No, fay ”w \—Where i is v1 9 
What 1s he about ? 


 Sulky, '1 don't know. | 
 Dornton. Don't—? You love to torture me, | 


_ fir! You love to torture me. 


Sulky. Humph. 
Dornton. For heaven's fake tell me what you | 


have heard ! 


Sulky. 1 love to torture you. oy 
Dornton. Put me out of my pain! If you are 


Not a tiger, put me out of my pain! 


 Sulky. | Reluftantly wig a payer out of bis 


pocket. ] There ; read! 


Dornton. Dead !. 

Sulky. Worle. 

 Dornton. Mercy defend me 1=Where ? What ? 

Sulky. The firſt paragraph in the potent: the 
beginning line in capitals. : 

Dornton, [ Reads] * The junior partner of the 

* great banking houſe, not a mile from the Poſt- 
« office, has again been rouched at Newmarket, 
« for ks of ten thouſand Powns —{ Parſe] 
It can't he+ 

Sulkky. Humph. 

Dornton, Why, can It? ? 

Sulky. Yes. 

 Dornton. How do you know ? What proof have 


. you that this 15 not a he ? 


6 Sulky.. 


A COMEDY. 1 

. Sulky. His own HAT SINE: 

 Dornton. How ! 

Sulky. Bills at three days fight to the full amount 
have already been preſented, 

Dornton. And accepted ? 

Sulky, Yes. 
 Dernton, But'!—Why \—Were you mid, Mt: 
Sulky ? Were you mad? | 

_ Sulky, T ſoon ſhall be. 

Dernton. Is not his name ftruck off the Ren 1 ? 

Sulky. They were dated two days before. 


Dornton, The credit of wy” houſe begins fo - + 
totter ! 


Sulky, Well it may! | 

Fon Py What the effe&t of ſuch a ' paragraph 
may be 1 cannot tell! | 

Silky, I can—Ruin. 

Dornton, Are you ſerious, fir? 

| Sulky, I am not inclined to Inugh—A' run 


againſt the houſe, ſtoppage, diſgrace, bankruptcy. ” 


Dornton. Really, Mr. Sulky, 1 Y OU-— 
| Sulky, Yes, 1 ; { I offend. I was bred in 
your houſe, you uſed me tenderly, I terved you 
faithfully, and you admitted me a partner. Don't 


think ] care for myſelf. No. I can fit at the deſk 


again, But you! You! Firſt man of the firit 
commercial «city on earth, your name in the 
Gazette ? Were it mine only I would laugh at It, 
What am I ? Who cares for me?” > 
Dornton, © Where is the vile- 
Sulky. © Who can tell ? With his lords and bis 
« ladies, his court friends and his Newmarket 


$0” 


 * friends, his women of wit and his men of ol 


* his blue ſtockings and his black legs !” 
 Dornton [Calling] Mr. Smith |! — T homas ! — 
William Z 


'E nler 


"3 THE ROAD TO RUIN: 


_ Enter Mr. SMITH, 


Call all the ſervants together, Mr. Smith $; 
clerks, footmen, maids, every ſoul! Tell them 
their young maſter is a ſcoundre] ! 

Mr. Smith. Very well, fir. 

| Dornton. Sir ?—[ His anger recurring] Bid them 
ſhut the door in his face ! I'll turn the firſt away 
that lets him ſet foot in this houſe ever agnin 3 
Mr. Smith, Very well, fir. 
| Dornton, Very well, fir ? Damn your very well, 
fir! I tell you it 15 not very well, fir. He ſhall ſtarve, 
die, rot in the ſtreet ! Is that very well, fir ?. 

[ Exeunt Mr, Dornton and Mr. Smith. 

Sully. Has a noble heart. A fond father's heart. 
The boy was a fine youth—But he ſpoiled him ; 
and now he quarrels with himſelf and all the 

_ world,” becauſe'he hates his own folly. { Dian! 
| knocking heard at the ſireet- -door.} So! Tae! 1s the 
youth returned, - Ukmocking again. 


Enter Mr. DorxrTox, followed by Ser Vants. 


- Dornton. Don't ſtir! On your lives, don't go to 
the door ! Are the bolts and locks all faſtened ? 
Srvants. All, fir. Be [ Knocking. 
Dornton. Don't mind his knocking! Go to bed 
every ſoul of you inſtantly, and fall faſt afleep !— 
He ſhall ſtarve 1n the ſtreets ! | Knocking again] 
Fetch me my blunder buls ! ! Make haſte ! [ Exeunt. 


| Scene changes to the Street before the Door. 


Hizkh DoRNToON, Mil FoRD, and Poflillicns. 


Poftillion. We ſmoked along, your honour ! 

Harry. | Knecks.] 1 know you did. Had you 
been: leſs free with your whip you would have been 
half 
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half a crown richer. Your next ſtep ſhould be 
to turn CNET, and handle the cat o' nine 
tails. 

Poſtillion. It is very late, your honour ! 

Horry. Be gone! Ill give you no more. [ Knocks) 

_ | Exeunt Poſtillions, 

| Dornton. [7; browing up the ſaſh and preſenting the 
blunderbuſs, Mr. Sully behind. | Knock again, you 
ſcoundrel, and you ſhall have the full contents 
| loaded to the muzzle, raſcal ! ' | 

Harry. So! Iſuſpe&ted dad was in his cantarums. 

Milford. You have given him ſome cauſe, 

Harry, Very true. | To his father] Conſider, my 
dear fir, the conſequences of lying out all night ! 

Dernton. Be gone, villain! _ 

Harry. Bad women, fir ; damps, night air ! 

Dornton. Will you be gone ? 

Harry. Watch- houſes, pick-pockets, cut- :throats! : 

Sulkxy, Come, come, NE ae "ws he Win- 

dow) 
Milford. We ſhall not get nn. .- 

Harry. Pſhaw ! How lutle do you know of my_ 
| father! The door will open 1n leſs than fifteen 
ſeconds. ; 

Aſilfcrd. Done, for a hundred ! 

Harry, Done, done ! [ They take out their watches 
and the door opens] I knew you were had; double 
or quits we find the cloth lad and ſupper on the 
table. 

Milford. No, 1 it won't as, [ Exeunt into the Joy 


Scene changes to the former Apariment.. 


_ Enter Harry DoxwxTov, MrtrorD, and Footman. 


Footman. My old maſter is in a bitter paſhon, ſir. 
Harry. 1 know tt, 
Fuotman. 
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 Footman. He is gone down to turn the ſervant 
out of doors that let you 1h, 

Harry. 1s he? Then go you and let your fellow- 
ſervant | in again. 

Footman. 1 dare not, fir. 


Harry. Then 1 muſt. | [Exits 


Footman, He enquired who was with ”F young | 


maſter. - 
_ Milford. Well ! 


Pootman. And when he heard it was you, fir, he 
was ten times more furious. +," ek Footman. 


Re-enter Harry DoRNTox. 


Harry. All's well that ends well. "This has been 
a curſed loſing voyage, Milford ! — ' «< 

Milford. T am a hundred and fifty in. 

| Harry. And I ten thouſand out! 


 Miffrd. 1 believe I had better avoid your father 


for the preſent. 

Harry. I think you had. Dad conſiders you a as 
my rempter, the cauſe of my ruins 

Milford. And I being in his debt, he concerves 
he may treat me without ceremony. 


Harry. Nay, damn it, Jack, do him juſtice ! Tt | 
' 1s not the money you had of him, but rh il advice 


he 1 1mputes'to you that galls bim. 
Milford, 1 hear he threatens to arreſt me. 
Harry, Yes! He has threatened to ſtrike my 


name out of the firm, and diſinherit me, a gs] 


ſand times ! 

Milford. Oh, but he has been very ſerious i in 
' menacing me. 
Harry. And me too. 


row ? 
Harry. No, 
Milford. What, not to ſee the xi march! Þ. 
Harry, No. 


Mt | Milford, 


Milford, You'll be at the tennis-court to-mor- 


— ; 
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Milferd. Oh yes, you will, 
Harry. No. I am determined. 
4-51 ah Yes, over a : you'u waver 1n the 


mornin 
Harry. No. Ir; is high time, Jack, to pi pru-. 


dent. 
Milford. Ha, ha, ha! My plan 3 is formed : I'll. 
ſoon be out of debt. 
- Harry. How will you get the money ? 
Milford. By calculation. 
Harry. Ha; ha, hat: -- 
Milford. 1 am reſolved on it. © « What ! Can't ta 
** man of invention and genius out-wit a black- 
cc leg PLE 
Harry, « Yes, if he will be as great a ſcoundre}.” 
Milford. © That's not neceflary. A keen eye, 
© a contriving head, a lucky moment and a little | 
* algebra will rout the whole hoſt.” How many 


men of rank and honour, having loſt their for- 
_ tunes, have doubly recovered them ! 


Harry. And very honourably ! 

Milford. Who doubts it ? 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Nobody ! Nobody 

Milford. But pray, Harry, what is it you find 
ſo attractive in my late father's amorous relict ?. 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! What the widow Warren? 

Mitford: She ſeems to think and even reports 
you are to marry ! 

Harry, Marry ? Her F A bens wap of forty, who 
ridiculouſly apes all the airs of a girl ! Fantattic; 
ſelfiſh and a fool! And marry ? Diſguſting idea ! 
Thou wert philoſophiſing as we drove on the con- 
dition of a poſt-horſe—? 

Milfexd. Well? 

Harry. 1 would rather be a . poſt- horſe, nay the 


raſcal that drives a pott- horſe, than the baſe thing 


thou haſt umagined 3 | 
Co | Milferd. 


Foe a 
x 
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Milford. Then why are you lo often there? 

Harry. Becauſe I can't keep away. 

Milford. What, it 1s her daughter, Sophia : P. 

Harry. Lovely, bewitching innocent ! _ 

Milford. The poor young thing is fond of you ? 

Harry. I ſhould be halt mad Gif 1 hovgla ſhe 
was not, yet am obliged ro half hope ſhe 15 not ! 

Milford. Why ? | 

Harry, What a queſtion! Am I not a profli- 


gate, and in all probability ruined ?—Not even 


my. father can overlook this laſt affair EO tows 
Heigho!. 


Milford. The loſs i my father” $ will, and the 
myſtery made of its contents by thole who Wit- 


neiled it, are ſtrange circumſtances ! 


Harry. In which the widow -triumphs. And 
you being a baſtard, and left by law to ſtarve, ſhe 
willingly pays obedience to laws ſo wiſe. 

Miſford, She refuſes even to pay my debts. 

Harry. And'the worthy alderman, your father, 
being overtaken by death in the ſouth of France, 
carefully makes a will, and then as carefully hides 
it where 1t 15 not to be found ; or commuts it to_ 


| the cuſtody of ſome mercenary knave, who has 
made his market of it to the widow— 
comes the ſuppoſed executor of this fuppoled will. 


So! Here 


Enter Mr. SULK Y, 


My dear Mr. Sulky, how do you do? 

Sully. Very 1lI. 

- Harry, Indeed? I'am very. forry4 What's 
your diforder ? RL 
Sulky. IT ou. 

Yes -y. Ha, ha, ha ! 6 
Sulky. Ruin, bankruptcy, infamy ! 


Harry, The old ftoryt. 


Sulky. To a new tune. | 
| Harry. 
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Harry. Ha, ha, ha! 
Sulky. You are— - 
Harry. What, my good cynic ? 
Sul. A faſhionable gentleman. 
Harry. 1 know it. 
| Sulky, And faſlhionably ruined. 
Harry, No—l have a father. 
Sulky. Who 1s ruined likewiſe. Y 
wn Ha, ha, ha ! Is the Bank of England 
ruined ? 
Sulky. 1 fay ruined. - Nothing. leſs than a mi- 


racle can ſave the houſe, The purſe of Fortu- 


natus could not ſupply you. _ 
Harry. No; it held nothing but guineas, Notes, 


bills, paper for me ! 


Sulky, Such effrontery 1s inſufferable. Fe or theſe 


five years, fir, you have been driving to ruin more 
furiouſly than— 


 Herry'An ambaſſadour's coach on a birc-night 
I ſaw you were ſttammering for a mile. 

Sulky, Sir— | 

Harry. Youth mounts the box, ſeizes the reins; 
and jehus headlong on in the dark ; Paſſion and 
Prodigality blaze in the front, bewilder the coach- 
man, and dazzle and blind che paffengers; Wiſdom, 


Prudence, and Virtue are overſet and maimed or 


murdered ; and at laſt Repentance, like the foot- 
man's flambeau lagging behind, lights us tO dan- 


_ gers when they are paſt all remedy. 


 Sulky. Your name 1s s ſtruck off he firm, l was. 
the adviſer. CL, 
Harry. You were very kind, Mr. Sulky, 
- Sulky., Your father is at laſt determined. 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Do you think ſo? _ 
Sulky. Youy'll find ſo! And what brougnt you 
here, fir ? [To Miford |}. 
wh A chaiſe and four, 
C 2 1 I Es Sully 


2 THE ROAD TO RUIN: 


Sulky. It might have carried you to a ſafer place. 
When do you mean to pay your debts ?. 

- Milford. When my father's executor prevails on 
the widow Warren to do me. juſtice, 

Sulky, And which way am I to prevail ? 

AYR: And which be f am I to pay my 
-.. debts? - 
 Sulky, You might have more plots than inſo- 
lently to come and brave one of your principal 
creditors, after having ruined his ſon by your evil 
counſel. 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha ! Don't believe a wort on t, 
my good grumbler ; 1 ruined myſelf, wanted no 
counſellor. 

Milford. My father died immenſely rich; and, 
though I am what the law calls illegitimate, [ 
ought not to ſtarve. 

Sulky, You bave had five thouſand pounds, and 
are five more in debt. 

Milford. Yes, thanks to thoſe who truſt boys 
with thouſands. 

 Sulky. You would do the ſame now you think 
yourſelf a man. 5 

Milford. [ Firmly] Tndeed I would not. 

por 6 Had you been watching the widow at 
home, inſtead of galloping after a knot of gam- 
blers and pickpockets, you might perhaps have 
_ done yourſelf more ſervice, 

Milford. Which way, fir ? 

| Sudty, The will of your late father 1 is "INS 

| Milford. Found ?. 

Sulky. 1 have received. a letter, from which I 
learn it was at laſt diſcovered, carefully locked 
up in a private drawer ; and that i It 15 Now a full 
month ſince a gentleman of Montpeher, coming 
to England, was entruſted with it, But no ſuch 
gentleman has yet appeared, | 


a 


Milford, 
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| Harry. Reduced the houſe! Ha, ha, ha ! 


A COMEDY. " 
Mitlfard. If it ſhould have got into the hands of 


the widow— | 


Sulky. Which I fl et it has !—You are a 
couple of pretty leet ! Bur beware! Miſ- 
fortune 1s at your heels! Mr. Dornton vows ven- 
geance on you both, and juſtly. He is not gone . 
to bed; and if you have confidence enough to look. 


him in the face, I would have you ſtay where you are. 


Milford. [ neither wiſh to inſult nor be inſulted, 
| | [ Exit. 
Sulky. Do you know, fir, your father turned 
the poor "TRA into the ſtreet, who cPn_n 


ately opened the door for you ? y 


Harry. Yes; and my father knows I as com- 


paſſionately opened the door for the poor fellow 


in return. 7 
Sulky, Very well, fir | ! Your tame 1s increaſing 
daily. 7 | 
Harry. 1 am glad to hear 1 it, 
Sulky. Humph ! Then perhaps you have par 


ragraphed yourſelf ? 


Harry. Paragraphed ? What ?_ Where ; > 

841xy. In the St. James' S Evening. 

Harry, Me ? 

Sulk. Stating the exact amount, 

Harry. Of my loſs ? 

Sulky. Yours You march through every ave- 
nue to fame, dirty or clean. 

Harry, Well ſaid !—Be witty when you can ; 
ſarcaſtic you muſt be, in ſpite of your teeth. But 
I like you the better. You are honeſt, You are 
my cruet of Cayenne, and a. fprinkling of you 1s 
excellent. | 

Sulky, Well, fr, when you know the ſtate of 
your Own affairs, and to what you have. reduced 
the houſe, you will perhaps be leſs ready to grin. 
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Enter Ms Dozwrox, with the Newſpaper in bis 
Hand, 


| Dornton. So, fir | 
Harry. {| Bowing] I am happy to ſee you, fir. 
| Dornton, You are. there, after having broken 
into my houſe at midni _ 1-—And you are here, 
[ Pointing 40 the paper ] after having ruined me and 
my houſe by your unprincipled prodigality ! Are | 
you not a ſcoundrel ?. 
Harry. No, fir: 1 am only a fool. 
Sulky. Good night ro you, gentlemen. 
 Dornton. Stay where you are, Mr. Sulky. 1 
| beg you to ſtay where you are, and be a witneſs to 
my ſolemn renunciation of him and his vices ! 
 Sulky. 1 have witneſſed it a thouſand times. 
 Dornton, But this is the laſt. Are you not a 
ſcoundrel, I ſay? 
_ Harry. I am your ſon, 
Dornton, { Cating] Mr, Smith ! Bring in thoſe 
© _ deeds, E 


Enter Mr. SMITH. 


You will not on 'ny you are an incorrigible fquan- 
-gerer ?- 
Harry. ] will deny nothing, 
Dornten, A nuifance, a wart, a blot, a ſtain A upon | 
the face of nature ! 
Harry. Aſtain that will waſh out, {ir«- 
 Dornton. A redundancy, a negation ; a befotted 
ſophiſticated incumbraace ; a jumble of fatuity ; 
5 your head, your heart, your words, your actions, 
'. alla jargon; incoherent and UISLOguDIE to your- 
telf, abſurd and offenſive to others ! 
Sulky. The whirlwind 15 riſing, 
Harry. 1 am whatever you pleaſe, fir. 
Dornton. Pills never examined, every gung 
bought on credit, the price of nothing aſked ! 
6 Conſcious 


A COMEDY. CS 


Conſcious you were weak enough to BYY for bau- 
| bles you did not want, and pant for pleaſures you 
could not enjoy, you had not the . effrontery to 
aſſume the circumſpect caution of common ſenle ! 
And to your other deſtrutive follies, you muſt add 
the deteſtable vice of gaming! 
. Harry. Theſe things, fir, are much eaſier done 
chan defended. Ln 
Dornton. But here—Give me that parckividie 
{To Mr. Smith] The partners have all been ſfum- 


moned. Look, fir ! Your name has been tormally 


eraſed ! 
Harry. The partners are very kind. 
Dornton. The ſuſpicions already incurred by the 


| known profligacy of a principal in the firm, the 


immenſe fums you have drawn, this paragraph, 
the run on the houſe it will occaſion, the con- 
ſternation of the whole city — 
Harry. All very terrible, and ſome of it very 
true. | Half aſide. 
Dornton. [Paffonately] Give me the will, Mr. 


Smith ! Give me the will ! Fond and fooliſh "PB 


have been, read, and you will find I am art laſt re- 
| ſtored to my ſenſes !—If 1 thould happily outlve 
the ſtorm you have raiſed, it ſhall not be to ſup- 
port a prodigal, or to reward 4 gambler '—You 
are diſinherited !—Read! _ 
Harry. Your word is as good as the Bank, fir. 
Dornton. I'll no longer a& the doting father, 
faſcinated by your arts! 
_ Hlarry, I never had any art, fir, except the one 
_ yon taught me. | 
Darnton. 1 taught you! What ? Scoundrel ! 
What? 
Harry. That of loving you, fir. 
 Dornuten, Loving me! 
_ Harry. Moſt incerely L 


_ Dornton. 


© ERS 
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bs ders his paſſi on] Why, can i yout FS 

: fay, Harry—Raſcal! I mean, that you love me? - © 
* Harry. 1 ſhould be a raſcal indeed if I did LEW 

not, fir. ; 


Dornton. Harry Harry | ' {Simupgling with his 


feelings] No! Confound me fy] do 144M; you 
- are a vile—! 


| Harry. 1 know I am. 


Dornton. And I'll never ſpeak to you more: 
[ Going. 
Harry. Bid me —_ night fr. Mr. Sullty here 
will bid me good night, and you are my father ! | 


Ha  —Good night, Mr. Sulky, 

=_  Salky, Good night. pgs $7 ne [ Exit, 

Ki | Harry. Come, Sir—_ 

bp | | Dornton, (Struggling with ta Fon) 1 won't !—lIf_ 
I do—!_ 


Harry. Reproach me with my follies, ſtrike out. 
- my name, difinher:tt me, I deferve it all and more 
k  —PBut ſay Good night, Harry ! 
_-: Dornton. 1 won't !—I won't !—I won't !— 

Harry, Poverty 18 4 trifle ; we cat whiſtle it 
off—But enmity— 
ip Dornton, I will not! 
| PV Harry. Sleep in enmity? And who can fay has 
[7 ſoundly ?—Come! Good night. | : 

Dornton. 1 won't! I won't! [ Runs off, 

" | Harry. Say you ſo ?!—Why Den, my noble- 
4 i hearted dad, | am indeed a ſcoundre] ! 


Re-enter Mr. Tointon: By, 
Dorntm. Good night |! [ Exits 
Harry. Good night ! And Heaven eternally bleſs 
you, fir ! Heigho !—* That's ſomething, [Sings] 


< Time, would you Jet him wiſely paſs, 
* Is iv cly brit and JOY 
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Fe: Alli is not quite as it | ſhould be ; but— {ies J-: 


yy Dip but his \ wings in the ſparkling glaſs, 
© And he'll drown dull melancholy.” 


"WC . | 
Heigho { Fe. 7 


' END OF THE FIRST ACT. © 


= | CE N E I The Hoo of the Widow Wannrs, 


Jexny and Mrs. Levoen. 


Jenny. 
I TELL you, good woman, I can do nothing 


for you. 
Mrs. ” Eadete: Only let me Gi Mrs. Warren. 


Jenny. And get mylſelt ſnubbed. Not 1 indeed. 


| Enter Sopn1a, Skipping. 
| Sophia. La, Jenny ! Yonder's my mamma, 


' with a whole congregation of milliners, manteau- 
makers, mercers, haberdaſhers, lace-men, feather- 


men, and—and all the world, confulting about 


ſecond mourning ! ] 


| Jenny, I know it. 
 Sephia. It will be Gn months to-morrow Gnce 


the death of my father-in-law ; «© and ſhe has 


Pho | been buſy giving 5 for this fortnight that 


60 ** every 
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'«« every thing might be brought. home hd tried 
_ © on to-day. I do beheve ſhe'll <6 By in her new 
« clothes !” 

Jenny. How you-run on, mils] 
Sophia, What would my dear grandma” ſay, if 
the ſaw her? Why me is even tonder of finery | 
than I am! 

Jenny. Sure, miſs, you are not fond of inde ? 

Sophia. Oh but I am—lI wonder why ſhe won't. 
let me wear high-heeled ſhoes! I am ſure Iam 
old enough! I ſhall be eighteen next Chriſtmas 
day at midnight, which 1s only nine months and 
two days ! And f nce ſhe likes to wear ſlips, and 
ſaſhes, and ringle:s and—nonſenſe, like a girl, 
why ſhould not. I have high heels, and gowns, | 
and ſeſtinis, and hoops, and trains, and {weeps 
[ Mimicking] and—like a woman ? 

Fenny. It's very true what your mamma tells 
you, miſs; you have been ſpoiled by your old 
tond grandmother in Glouceſterſhire. |. 

Sophia. Nay, Jenny, I won't: hear you call my 
dear grandma” names! Though every body told. 
the loving old ſoul ſhe would ſpoil me. = 

© _ And now your mamma has ſent for you 

to town to finiſh your edication. 
|  ropbis. Yes. -She began it the very firſt day. 
| There was the flay- maker ſent for, to {crew up my 
ſhapes; the ſhoe-maker, to cripple my feet ; the 
| hair-drefſer, to burn my hair ; the jeweller, 'to 
bore my cars; and the dentiſt, to file my teeth. 
Fenny. Ah! You came here ſuch a hoyden ! [Tg 
' Mrs. Ledger.) What, an't you gone yet, miltreſs ? 

Sophia. La, Jenny, how can you be lo croſs to 
people ? What 1s the matter with this good woman ? 

ey Oh ! Nothing but poverty. _ 

Sophia. Is that all? Here [ Rummaging her pocket} 
g1VC her this half crown, and make her rich. 


Jeng. 


we 
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Fenny. Rich indeed ! 

' Sophia. What, 1s not 1t enough > La, I am forry 
\ I ſpent all my money yeſterday! I laid it out in 
 ſweetmeats, cakes, a canary bird, and a poll par- 
rot. But I hope you are not very, very poor ? 
Mrs. Ledger. My huſband ſerved the late alder- 
man five-and-twenty years, His maſter promiſed 
to. provide for him ;. but his pitileſs widow can 
ſee- him thrown with a broken heart upon the 
' pariſh. | 
_ Sophia. Oh dear !—Stop |—Stop a bit [ Run- 

ning oF] Be ſure you don't go! _ [ Exit, 


Enter Mr. SULKY. 


Sulky. Where's your miftreſs, girl : |= 
| Fenny. My name is Jane Cocket, fir. 
Sulky, Where's your miſtreſs ? 
Fenny, Buſy, fir. 
| FSulky, Tell her to come down—Don't ſtare, 
gi, but go and te]l your miſtreſs I want her. ; 
Fenny. 4 ide] Hunph ! : Mr. Black and oruff ! 
(Exit. 


Re-enter SoPH1A, with great plee. 


Sophia, I've got it! Here! Take this, good 
woman ; g0- home and be happy ! Take it, I tell 
you? [ Offering a purſe. 

Sulky. Who is this Mrs. Ledger! How does 
' your worthy huſband ? 
Mrs. Ledger. Alack, fir, ill enough : likely to 
tarve in his latter days. : 

 Sulky, How | Starve ? 

Mrs. Ledger, The widow refuſes to do any 
thing for him. 

Sulky, Humph |! 

Mrs. Ledger. Service, age, and vonelty's are poor 
pleas, with atluence, eale, and Mrs, Warren. 

D 2 ER Sulky, 
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j Sully, Hymph! 
=_— | Mrs. Ledger. You, fir, I underſtand, are : the late 
o - ze alderman S CXecutor 2? | 
 Sulky. I can't tell. = 
Mrs. Leager, Perhaps you may by able to fore L; 
my huſband ? ; 
Salky, T don't. know=-Howerver, give my; re... 
Ng to him. He ſhan't ſtarve: tell him that. k 
S:phia. Nay, but take this in'the mean time. F: 
I Sutky, Ay; take it, take it. [ Exit Mrs. Ledger. 
E much affefted.] And-who are you, miſs: Charity.? 


| $7p9i2, Me, fir? Oh! I—lam my grandma's ** 
orand-daughter. 


| Sulky, Humpbh ! 
OF Sophia. Sophia Freelove... | 
| Sulky. Oh !—The widow's daughter by her firſt 
= *------] huſband ? 
EE Tm :A 68, fat. 
Re-enter JENNY. 


=: Sulty. Where's your miſtreſs? — - 
 Femy. Coming, fir.—So ! You have ſtolen your 
| mamma!'s purſe, miſs ? 
Sophia, La, don't ſay fo ; bi only ran away with 
It! She was bargaining for ſome ſmuggled lace 
| with one of your acquaintance, and I thought I K 
= _ could diſpoſe ct her money to better dt 
2 Fenny. Without her conſent ? os 
Y Sophia. Yes, to be ſure ! I knew I ſhould never 
diſpoſe of it in that manner with her conſent. 
bl Jenny, Well ! Here comes your mamma. [ Exit. 
: 105 Enter the Widow War EN, 1 a fantaſtic girliſh 
morning dreſs, ſurrounded by. Milliners, Manteau.. 
makers, Furriers, Hatters, &c. with their attend-. 
ants with band-boxes ; all talking as they come on. 


oY Widow. So you'll be ſure fot to forget my char 
| Peau 4 la Tue, Mr. Mincing ? | 


; | : Hatter, 


pry 


- my parſe ? 


Hatter.  Certkialy not, madam. 


Widow. And you'll make a delicate choice of 
the feathers ? - 
Hatter. The ſele&tion ball be elegant, madam, 


Widow. Yes—l know; Mr. Mincing, you're a 
charming man !—And you will let me have my 
pierrot a la Coblentz by1 nine in the morning, Mrs. 
TIT FE: 

| Manteau-maker. To 4 minute, maim.. 


Sulky. Madam, when you have a moment's let. 
 ſure— 

Widow, Be quiet, you fright ; don! t interrupt 
 me!—And my caraco a la huffar, and my bava+ 


roiſes a la duchefle. And put four rows ; of pext] 


In my turban. 


_ Millmer. Ver vell, me ladyſhip. * 


Widow, And you'll all come gh exabtly 
at nine? : 
| Omnes. We'll all be here! | Going, 


Widow. And don't forget the white ermine t1p- 


pets, and the black fox muffs, and the Kamſchatka 


furs that you mentioned, Mr. Weazel! 
Furrier. 1'\l bring a fine aflortment, madam. 


Widow. And, and, and—No; no—you may all 
go-l c: can think of nothing elſe—I ſhall remember 


Maney] 5; oo ifhfy gs Ira 
maker and F0y much LOONges 4 [ 11] together. 
ob, | Yo mia [EUR 
Milliner. Dee ver good bon j jour |: 

tome ladyſhip.. J 


Widow, What was it you were ce, Mr, 


Sulky ?—Pray, child, what. have you done with 


Sophia. Given It away, ma”. 
F Widew, 
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Widcw. Given it AWAY, minikin & 
Sophia. ' Yes, ma”. | 


Widow. Given my purſe away * E ©) whom 3 


For whar purpoſe ? 


Sopbia. La, ma', only—only to keep a poor 


_ woman from ſtarving ! 


Widow. I proteſt, child, your grandmorher has 


| rorally ruined you ! 

Sulky. Not » nh madam: ſhe has left the finiſh- 
10g to you. = 

Widow. What were you Colin: Mr. Sulky ? 


- Sulty, You won't giver me Icave to lay any thing, 


FDc Ft] 


Widow. You "UTR you are a iocking trouble. 
ſome man, Mr. Sulky : | I have a thouſand things. 
to remember, and can't bear teaſing ! It fatigues 


my ſpirits ! So pray relate this very urgent buſineſs 
_ of yours in a fingle word. What would you have ? 
Sulky. Juſtice.” 2 


Widow. Lord, what do you mean '—Do you 


think 1 am in the commilſtion ? 
Sulky. Yes, cf follies innumerable ! 


IVidow. You are a ſad ſavage, Mr. Sulky? 


Ard who 1s 1t you want Juſtice lor? + 

&%#ul&y. Your late huſband's fon, John Milford. 

Fidow. Now pray don't talk to me! You are 
a very intruſive perſon ! You quite derange my 
ideas ! I can think of nothing loft or latlaftory 
while you are preſent ! 

. Sulky., Will you hear me, madam ? 


Widow, 1 can't! | polinively | can't! It is an 


edious ſubject ! 
| Sopbia, Nah, ma”, how can you be lo croſs to 
my brother Milford : J 

idno, Your brother, child ? —Country educa- 
_ tion! -—-How often, minikin, have I told you he 


ls no brother of yours ! 
Sophia, 
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Sophia. La, ma', he was ee" huſband's ſon ! 
Widow, Yes, omynkine a !—Odious word ; Fu 


Your brother ? 


Sophia. Yes, that he is !—For he is in aifreſs. 


Sulky, Humph ! 
Widow. And would you now, you who pretend 


to be a very prudent—ridiculous kind of a perſon, 


wiſh to ſee me ſquander the wealth of my poor 
dear dead good man on Mr. Milford, and his pro- 
fligate companions ? 

Sulky. Not I indeed, PR Fr though the Pro- 
fligate ro whom you make love Brocld happen ro. 


be one of them !. 


Widow. Ha, ha, ha ! Oh the moniter '—I make 
love !—You have no eyes, Mr. Sulky ! | elking 


ond exhibiting herſelf | You are really blind !—But 
I know whom you mean. 


Sulky. T mean young Dornton, madam, 

. Widow. To be ſure you do! —Whom could. 
you mean ? Elegant youth !—Raprurous thoughts ! 

Sophia, I am {ure, fir, young: Mr. Dornton 15. 
no proflicate! Les 

- Sulky. [Significantly] You are ſure ? 

Sophia. Yes, thatl am! 

_ Sulky, Humph. | 

Sophia. And it's very ſcandalous, very. ſean- 
dalous indeed, to ſay he is my ma's lover ! 

Sulky. Humph. 

Sophia. Becaule he 1s a fine genteel young gen- 
tleman ; and you know ma' 16— _ 

' Widow, Pray, minikin, be leſs flippant with 
your tongue. 

Sophia. Why la, ma', you yourſelf know you, 
are too0— | 

Widow. Go up to your chamber, child ! 

_ Sopdia. 1 am ſure, ma', I fay it is very ſcandal- 
ous to call the handſome Mr, Dornton your lover! 

[ Exit ſhipping. 
| | Sulky. | 
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 Sulky. Do you bluſh : d 
Widow. Bluth indeed 2—Bluſh > Ha, Hy ba 


You are a very unaccountable creature, Mr. 
_ - Sulky !—Bluſh at the babbling of a child ? 


Sulky. Who is your rival ? 


Widow. Ha, ba, ha, ha, ha! My rival Þ—The 
poor minikin !—My rival ?—But IT haye a meſ- 


ſage for you ! Now do compoſe your features to 


| foftneſs Fr complacency ! Look pleaſant if you 


can ! Smule for once in your life ! 


 Sulky. Don't make love to me! I'll have , no- 
24 thing to ſay to you! _ | 


 Hidew. Ha, ha, ha! Love ? 


 Sulky. Yes, you make love to Dornton ! Nay 


you make love to the booby Goldfinch ! Even [ 


am not-ſecure in your company ! 
Widow. Ha, ha, ha! You are a ſhocking be- 

_ ing, Mr. Sulky !—But if you ſhould happen to 
ſee Mr. Dornton, do aftoniſh your acquaintance : 
do a good-natured thing, and tell him I am at 


home all day—Love to you? Ha, ha, ha! Oh 
you figure ! You caricatura of tenderneſs ! You 


inſupportable thing !_ T Exit. 
Sulky., [| Sighs] Ah !—All labour i in vain ! ! [ Zine - 


#er Fenn] Stand out of the way, gurl! — {Exit 
enny. There ſhe goes! [ Tooking after the W mt 


| That 's lucky ! This way, fir! 


Enter HarRY DorxToON, followed by his on 
i Servant with bills in his band. 


Jenny. My miſtreſs 1s gone up to her toilette, 
fir; but I can {end you fomebody you may like 


berter! _ [ Exit, 
Harry. Obliging Abigail !— [ 7 coking over 64 


papers] *'Sdeath ! What, all thele tradeſmen's bills? 
Servant. All, fir, Mr. Smith ſent me after you 
with them. 
Harry. When were they brought? 
Servant. Some laſt night, but i=” this morning, 
"oY Harry. 


- .+ + COMEDY. 25 
"ab Il news travels faſt, and ey. is de=.: 


viliſh induſtrious. Go round to them all, return 
' their bills, and bid them come themſelves to-day 
Has Mr. Wiltams the hofier ſent 1 in his bill 3.5 Gl 


Servant. No, fir. 
Harry. 1 thought as noch him to come 


with the reſt, and on his life not fail. 


Servant. Very well, fir. "hai Exit. 


Enter SoPHIA joyouſy.. 


Sophia, Oh, Mr. Dornton, 1 am glad to ſee 
vaol- Do you know, Þ've got the long by heart 


| that you was ſo good as to teach me ! 


- Harry. And do you know, my charming. So- 
phia, you are the moſt delightful, beautiful, be- 


witching {ſcholar that ever took leflon !_ 


Sophia. La, Mr. Dornton, I'm ſure I'm very 
Rupid |: 

ps 7-60 T hat you are all intelligence, all grace, 
al avitt 

S-phia. To be fore my ma” caught me © ſinging 
it, and ſhe was pettiſh ; becauſe you know it's all 
abour love, and ends with a happy marriage. 

. Harry. But why pettiſh ? 
Sophia. La, I can't tell. I ſuppoſe ſhe wants to 
Have all the marriage 1n the world to herſelf! It's 
her whole talk ! I do believe ſhe'd be married 


every morning that ſhe riſes, 1f any body would 
have her! 


? 


Harry. Think not of , my ſweet Sophia, but 


Sophia, What ? 

Harry. 1 dare not aſk; 

Sophia. Why ?. 

Harry. Leſt I ſhould offend. you. 

Sophia. Nay now, Mr. od, that is not 


| right of you! I AM Never offended with any body, 


E _ and 


I —_— ——_— 
- 


15 THE ROAD TO RUIN: 


_ F am fure I ſhould not be offended with you ! 
My grandma” always faid 1 ”y the beſt- tempered 


N gr 19 the world. What is it ? 


Harry, Were you—? Taking her band] Did 
70u ever know what It 1s to love? | 

Sophia. La, now, how could you aſk one och | 

a queſtion ?—You know very well one muſt not 


tell '—Befides, you know too one ; mult 1 not be 1 In 
_ love! 


Harry. Why not > | 
| Sophia. Becauſe—Becavſe I'm "IO Y girl—My 
grandma”, has rold me a hundred times, it's a fin 


for any body to be in love before they be a woman 


grown, full one-and-tw Oy and I am: not gh 


- teen! 


Harry. Love they fay cannot be reſiſted. 
Sepbia, Ah, bur L have been taught better !—lt 


| may be refited—Nobody need be 1n love unleſs 


ay like : and ſo I won't be in love, for I won'c 
wiltully do amiſs. [ /ith great poſitiveneſs |] No ! 
I won't love any perſon, oye ſhould love him 
ever ſo dearly. 

Harry. | Aſide} Angelic innocence |! [ Aloud] 
Right, lovely Sophia, guard your heart againſt 
feducers. © | 

Sophia. Do you know i it is full fire weeks fince 


Valentine's day ; and, becauſe I'mz not one-and- 
y 3 p 


twenty, nobody ſent me a valentine ! 

| Harry. And did you expect one ? 1; 

Sophia. Nah—! I can't ſay but I did think—! | 
In Glouceſterſhire, if any young man happen to 
have a liking for a young woman, ſhe is ſure to 
hear of it on Valentine day. But perhaps Valen- 
tine day does not fall ſo ſoon hers as it does 1n the 
country ? 

Harry. Why, i It 18 is poſible you may yer receive 
a valentine, 

Spbia 


4 TOMESDY. 7 


| Sqpblo: Nay now, but don't you go to think that 
I am aſking far one ; for that would be very wrong 
of me, and I know better. My grandma” told me 
I muſt never mention nor think of ſuch things till 
I am a. woman, full one-and-twenty grown ; and 
that if I were to find ſuch a thing at my window, 
or under my pillow, or concealed in a plum- 
Cake— 

Harry. A plum- cake ? i 

Sophia. Yes : I ailure you I have heard of a va- 
 lentine ſent baked in a plum-cal;—And (o_ ** if 
<« ] had one that I muſt thew it ro her. But you 

© know ſhe is in Glouceſterſhire ; and I am ſure 
 & would not ſhew it to ma”, for though ſhe 1s all 
* out and above forty, ſhe would be as jealous as 
** the vengeance ! And indeed” I would not re- 
ceive ſuch a thing for the world, no not from the 
fineſt man on earth, if I did not think him to be _ 
a true and faithful, true, true lover, 

| Harry. But how mult he prove his faith and 
truth ? 

Sophia. Why frlt he muſt love me very dearly! 
—VW ith all his heart and foul !—And then he muſt 
be willing to wait ull I am one-and-twenty. 
| Harry, And would not you love 1n return ? 
Sophia, N—yes, when 1 come to be one-and- | 
twenty. 

Harry. Not hone) 

Sophia. Oh no!—I muſt not! 

Harry, Surely you might if you pleaſed ? _ 
Sophia. Oh but you muſt not perſuade me ta 
_ that! If you do [ [hall think you are a bad man, 
Auch as my grandma” warned me of ! 

| Harry, And do you think me ſo? _ | 
Sophia, Do l?—No !—1 would not think you 
fo for a. thouſand thouſand golden guineas! 

Harry, [ Afide] Faſcinating purity ! Whatam 1 

E 2 about? 


Y 
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about? To deceive or trifle with ſuch unfuſ- 
pecting affeation would indeed be villany! 


Goldfinch. | Without, at a difrance} Is ſhe above : ) 


Muſt ſee her ! 


| Sophia. La, I hear char great, ridiculous; horſe 


jockey oaf Goldfinch coming up cite rat nan 


bye, Mr. Dornton ! 
Herry. Heaven bleſs you, Sophia 1—Sweet So- 


phia, Heaven bleſs you, my lovely angel! Heigho! 
| Sophia. Heigho ! £ (2 Exit | 


 Goldfinch. [Without] Ts ſhe here? 
Servant, [Without] I don't know, fir. 


Enter GoLDFINCH in @ bigh-collared coat, ſeveral 


under waiſtcoats, buckſzrin breeches covering his _ 


| calves, fhort boots, long ſpurs, TOs hat, 
hair in the extreme, &c. 


Goldfinch. Hah ! My tight one | 

Harry. [Surveying bim| Well, Charles! 

Goldfinch. How you tare ! An't I the go ? 
That s your ſort! _ OR 

Harry, Ha, ha, ha! FED 

 Goldfinch, Where's the widow 'Y 


Harry. Gone up to greats, and will not be down 
theſe two hours. 


Goldfinch. A hundred to eighty Ta ſup. up a 
ſtring of twenty horſes 1n leſs time than ſhe takes 


to dreſs her fetlocks, plait her mane, trim her ears, 
and buckle on her body-clothes ! 

Harry, You improve daily, Charles | 
 Goldfinch. To be fure 1—T hat's your ſort !— 
[7 urning round to ſhew himſelf ] An'tl a genus ? 


Harry. Quite an original !—You may challenge 
the whole fraternity of the whi p to match you ! $ 


Goldjinch, Match me | Newmarket can't match 


me ! | Shewing himſelf |-— That's your ſort ! 
_ Oh no | | Ha, ha, ha ! . You are harder 
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to match than one of your own pied: ponies— A 


very different voy” from either your father or 
grandfather ! 


Goldfinch, Father or grandfather \—Shakebags 


Harry, How! 

_ Goldfinch. Father a ſugar-baker, diuher © a 
ſlop-ſeller—I'm a ap entleman—Thar's your ſort ! 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! And your father was only ; 
a man of worth. 


| Goldfinch. Kept a gig! [Vi th preat contempt }Þ 


Knew nothing of life !—Never drove four ! 


Harry. No, bur he was a uſeful member of 
ſociety. 


Goldfinch. A uſeft—! What $ that ? 
Harry.. Ha, ha, ha! A pertinent queſtion. 
Goldfinch. A gentleman like me a uſeful mem- 


ber of ſociety !—Ber the long. odds On ever 


heard of ſuch a thing ! 


Harry, You have not acquired your chirier 
in the world for nothing, Charles. 
 Goldfinch. World !—What does the world ſay ? 
Harry. Strange things—lIt ſays you have got 


| into the hands of jockeys, Jews, and ſwindlers ; 


and that, though old Goldfinch was in his day one 
of the richeſt men on *Change, his ſon will ſhortly 


become poorer than the pooreſt black leg at New- 
market. 


Goldfinch. Damn the wat 15 * 
Harry. With all my heart, damn the world, for 


it ſays little better of me. 


Goldfinch, Bet you ſeven to five the Eclipſe colts 


againft the Highflyers, the ſecond ſpring meeting. 


Harry. No. I have done with Highflyer and 


Eclipſe too—So0 you are in purſuit of the widow ? 


Goldfinch. Full cry !-—Muſt have her ! 
F009 Ha, ha, ha! Heigho! You muſt ? 
Goldfinch. 
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—_ | © Goldfuch, All up with me elſe! If L don't 
I _ marry the- widow I mult ſma{h {—I've ſecured 
the knowing one. 

_ Harry. Whom do you mean ? The maid ? 

* Endinc. Promiſed her a hundred « on the wee- 


din o day. '| 
Enter Jaxxy, 1M 

Jenny, My miſtreſs can't ſee you at preſent, _ L 
gentlemen. 4 
 Goldfinch. Can” t foe me? [Pexed] Take Harriet ono 
an airing in the phacton. Yi 
Harry, Whai, is Harriet your favourite ? 3 
 Goldfinch, To be ſure ! l keep her. FT, % 
Harry, You do? [ 
Goldfinch. Fine care! I. I 

_ Harry. Well bred ? | " 


" Goldfgb, Juſt to my taſte \—Like myſclf, fre 
and eaſy. That's your ſort ! 
Harry. A fine woman? Os 
Goldhicb. Prodigious! Siſter to the Iriſh 
Giant! Six feet in her ſtockings !—-That's your \ 
ſort !—Sleek coat, flowing mane, broad cheft, all  _ 
| bone !—Daſhing figure in a phaeton !—Sky blue 
| habit, ſcarlet ſaſh, green har, yellow « char 
bi! feathers, gold band and taflel !— That's your 
ſort ! 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha ! Heigho !—Why you. are 
a high Slow, Charles ! | 
Gulafnch, To be ſure !—Know the odds |— 
Hold four in hand—Turn a corner in ſtile |— 
Reins in form—Elbows ſquare—Wriſt mlot-— 
Hayait !—Drive the Coventry ſtage twice a week 4 
all lummer—Pay tor an inſide place—-Mount the - 
box—T1p the coachy a crown— Beat the mail— 
Come in tull ſpeed !—Rattle down the gateway !— 
Take care of your heads !—Never killed but one 
2- woman 


7) 


[AT COMEDY; ox 


woman and a child in all my life—Thar s your 
ſort ttt | Going. 


 Jemny. [4 ide to Geldfncb] Take him with you. 


[| Exit. 
| Goldfoch. Want a hedge 2 —Take guineas to 


pounds Precipitate againſt. Dragon ? 
Harry, No. 


Goldfinch. | Aft de]. Wiſh I could have bien 1 
few !—Odd or even for fifty ? LOrawing: his hund 
_ elenched. from his pocket. | 


_ Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Odd enough ! , 
Goldfinch. Will you cut a card, hide in the hat, 


chuck in the glaſs, draw cuts, heads or tails, gallop 
the maggot, {ſwim the hedgenogs, any thing ? | 


Harry. Nothing, 
Goldfinch. I'm up to all—That's your ſort !— 


_ Get him with me and pigeon him. [ Afde} Come 
and fee my greys —Been to Tatterſall's and bought 
a fet of ſix—Smokers !—Beat all England for 
_ figure, bone, and beauty !—Hayaic, charmers !— 
That's your ſort !—Bid tor two pair of mouſe 
ponies for Harriet. 


Harry. Ha, ha, ha ! T ke [rich Gianteſs drawn 


| by mouſe ponies ! 


Goldfinch. Come and ſee? em. 
Harry. [Sarcaftically] No. I am weary of the 
company of ſtable-boys. 


Goldfinch. Why ſo -Shaa' t play you any cricks 


—lf they {quirt gies at you, or make the colts 
kick you, tell me, and Il horſewhip 'er—Arch 


dogs! Deal of wit! 


Harry. When they do I'll borſewhip them my- 
ſelf. 

Gol, 
there ! 

| Harry. 1 think I ſhould be right. 

ns. Do you — When to ſchoal ? 
Harry. 


»ch. Yourſelf? — 'Ware that — . Wrong . 
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. Harry. To ſchool \— Why yes—-l— 
 Galapnch. Mendoza !—Oh i—Good-morrow n . 
[Exits 
«Harry, Ha, ha, ha! There goes one of my 
friends ! Heigho ! Rte 


Enter M11.ro&D in bafte, followed by Goi.DFINcn 
| returning. 


© Goldfnth. What ; is it, Jack ? Tell me! [Fag erly. 
6 "we Come, Harry! We ſhall be too late ! 
They are about to begin! We _ have what 
bers we pleaſe! We {) 
Goldfinch. Where ? What? 
Milford. The great match ! The Nino French- = 
man and Will the marker A thouſand guineas 
a fide! 
Goldfinch. Whar, tennis ? 'E 
Milford. Yes. The Frenchmen prev: flteen 
and a biſque. 
 Geoldfinch. To Will the marker ? 
 .ARford. Yes © 
Goldfinch. Will for a hundred ! 
* - Milford. Done! 
_ Goldfinch. Done, done |! 
Harry. 1 bar the bet ; the odds are five to four 
already. 
Goldfinch. Whar, for the mounſeer ? 
Harry. Yes. 
Goldfinch, V'll take it, five hundred wo four. 
Harry. Done! © vt 
Guldfinch, Done, done! a 
. Harry. No, I bar !—l forgot—I have cut, Th 
never bet another guinea. {5 
Milford. You do for a hundred ! | 
Harry. Done! 
Milford. Done, done ! Ha, any ha. i 
220r05. Pſhayw 
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' .Goldfnch. What a cake ! 

Milford. But you 1 go P, 

Harry. No. 

_ Mitford. Yes, you with. Come, come, the 
mates Is begun !-Every body 1s there! The 


Frenchman 1s the firft player in the world ! 


Harry. It's a noble exercite ! 
Milford. Ay! Cato himſelf delighted i in ie! 
Harry. Yes, it was much practiſed by the Ro- 


F mans. 


Goldfinch, The Romans ! ! Who are they FA 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha |! : 
Mifford. Ha, ha, ha ! Will you go or will you 

not, Harry ? 

Harry. 1 can't, Jack. My conſcience won't let 


Milford. Pſhaw ! Zounds, if we don't make 
haſte it will beall over! 
Harry. [In a hurry] Do you think it will : ? 
[Stops ſhort} No—l won't—I muſt not. 
Milford. [T ws hold of bis "_} Come along, 
I tell you ! 
Harry. No. 
Milford. They have begun ! FIPEe 
_ Goldfinch. Have they ?—I'm off! [ Exit. 
Milford. LI fruggling, and Harry Worn 


- What folly ! _ Come along ! 


_ Harry. 0 1 will not, 
Milford. -[ Leaving him and going] Well, well, 


{ if you're fo politive— 


Harry, [Calling] Stay, Jack ; ftay—T'Il walk 
up the ſtreet with you, but 1 won't go in. 
Milford, Double or. quits the hundred that you 


won of me laſt night you do! 


Harry. I don't for a thouſand ! 
- Mifford, No, no, the hundred. 
"POLTS | F Harry. 
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VOUu, 


Milford. Done for the kiindred1 


Harry, Done, done ! - = a 


'SC EN E changes to the Parlour of the Tennis-court. 


Markers paſſing and repaſſng with Rackets and Balls. 


Sheriff*s Officer, two Followers, and one of the Markers. 


_ (Shout. 
Marker. Hurrah | 
Officer. Pray is Mr. Milford in the court ? | 
Marker. |'ll bet "oe gold to filver the F rench- 


man OE] Hurrah ! HS 'F Exit ;. 


Enter Mr. Sth from the Court. 


Mr. Smith. He is not there. 
Officer. Are you ſure ? EY” 
Mr. Sith. The crowd" 1s very great, but I can 


neither ſee him nor any of his companions, 


Officer. Then he will not come. 
Mr. Smith. I begin to hope ſo! 
Officer. | Examining bis writ| << Middleſex to 


wit—One thouſand pounds—Dornton againlt John 


Milford.” | 
Mr. Vintth. Wa muſt take none bur ſubſtantial 


| ball. [Shout] What a ſcene ! 


Oficer. He will not be here. 
Mr. Smith. Heaven lend ! 


Enter GoLDrincH and a Marker running acroſs. 


Goldfinch. Is the match begun : "= 
Marker. The firſt game 1s s juſt oVer. 
Goldfinch. Who loſt ? 

Marter, The Frenchman ! 


Ss 


Goldfinch. 


Harry. I tell you 1 won't. I won't go in with 
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Goldfich. Hurrah ! 
Marker, Hurrah ! 
Goldfinch. Damn the mounſeers ! | That's your 


f", © 8 | Exit into the court. 

Mr. Smith. That's one of his companions, IT 
begin to tremble—otand aſide [FLEE T both 
come ! 


_ Officer. Which is he ? 


Mr. Smith. This tecond.: -- [Shout E 


Enter Harry DornTox and MiLForD., in baſte. 
Harry. 1 hear them ! I hear them ! _ Come 


along ! jy 
Milford. Ha, ha, ha 1— Harry You would 
not go !—You were determined:  |[Shouz. 
Harry. Zounds! Come along ! 
| Mifford follows him laughing. 
Officer, | Stopping him} A word with you, vr, if 


you pleaſe, 


Milford. With me ? Who are you > What do 
rea : * 
fficer. You are my Re? I 


Milford. Priſoner ! Damnation ! Let me go! ! 
Officer. I mult do my duty, fir. 
_ Milford. Here, here; this 15 your duty. 


[ Pulling out bis purſe. 


Mr. Snith. [ Advancing) Ic muſt not be, {ir. . 
Milford, Mr. Smith — What, at the {ſuit of 


Dornton ? 


Mr. Smith, Yes, fir. "Tis your own fault for 
leading his ſon to theſe places. He heard you 
were to bring him here. 

Milford, Fufies !— Marker ! 'T o 0 Marker poſſe 
mg] Tell Harry Dornton to come to me 1n- 
ſtantly ! 

Marker, Yes, fir. | [ Exit. 
[ Shout. | get 
*'2-- Milford. 


[ Exit in haſte, . 
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Milford, Zounds ! Let me but go and ſee the. 


match— | 
Mr. Smith. You muſt not, fir. 
Milford. [To another was on Marker! 
Marker. Sar |! | 
Mitford, Who wins ? | 
Marker. The Frenchman has the beſt on't. 
Mziford, Tell Harry Dornton I am here in trou- 
ble. Deſire him to come this moment, . 


Marker, Very well, fir. [| Shout. 


Milford. | To the Officer Til give .you ten 
guineas for five minutes ! Da FN 
Mr. Smith. Take him away, fir. 
Officer. You muſt come along, fir. 


Milford. [To a Marker Tet Have you 


told him ?. 
2 Marker. He can't come, fir. LINE. 
Milford. Very well, Harry! Very well! [To 
the ſecond Marker | Well, fir ? 
Marker. He would not leave the court for a 
thouſand pounds, 
Officer. Come, come, Gr! (7 o bis two atten- 
dants] Bring him alon 
 Miſford. Hands off, Coundrels | Shout] Fiends 


[ Exeaunt. 


SCENE os to the Houſe of Mr. S1LKY. 


A Reom of Bufi neſs, Ledger, Letter-files, Ink fland, &c. 
SILKY diſcovered, and Jacon entering. 
_ Silky. Well, Jacob! Have you been ? 


Jacob, Yes, vr, FA 

Silky. Well, and what news? How 1s he ?— 
Very bad ? 

Faces. 'Dead, fir. 


Silky. [ Overjoyed) Dead ? 


1 | ” Jacob. 
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. Jacob. As Deborah ! 


_ Gilly. [ 4jde] I'm a Lon nt Arad] Are 


ou ſure: he 1s dead, Jacob 
"Facah. I faw him with my on eyes, fir. : 
_ Silty. Thar's right, Jacob! I am a lucky man ! 
And what ſay the people at the hotel? Do they 
know who he 15? ” 


Jacob. Oh yes, fir !—He was ch! A gentle- 
man in his own country ! 


Silky. And did you take care they ſhould not 


know you ? 


 Jaceb. To be (are, fir ! | You had given me 
my leffon ! 


Silky. Ay, ay, Jacob ! ! That's right !--You are 


a fine boy ! Mind me, and I'll make a man of 


you !—And you think they had heard pothing of 
lis having called on me? 


Jacob. Not a word ! \ 


Silky. { Afide] It was a lucky miſtake ! [Aloud] 
Well, Jacob! Keep cloſe! Don't ſay a word, and 


Ill give you—Tl. give you a crown | 
Fecob. You promiſed me a guinea, fir! 


| Silky. Did 1, Jacob? Did 1? Well, well! I'll 


give you a guinea | But be clole * Did you call 
at the widow Warren's? ” 
Facob. Yes, fir. 
| Silky, And will ſhe ſee me? 
Facob, She defires you will be there in an bous. 


Silky, Very well, Jacob—keep cloſe! Not a 
word about the foreign gentleman, or his having 


been here a week ago, or his being taken fſud- 


 denly ill and dying! [4/7 de] It 1s a lucky iroke * 
—Clole, Jacob, my boy ! 


Faced. But give me the guinea, fir! [-- 
Silky. What now, Jacob 2. 


Faceb. If you plea e, fir, You may forget— 
Si, Ry, 
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Silky . Well, there, Jacob ; there ! You'll be a 
ich nan, Jacob ! PA wing 4, fellow ! I read it 
In your COuntenance, once Cloſe, Jacob, _ 
then—! _ 
Jacob. Perhaps you'll give me another : pc 
Silky. Well ſaid, Jacob ! You'll be a great man! 
Mind what I fay to you, and you'll be a great 
man !—Here's ſomebody coming ! ! Go, Jacob ! 
Cloſe ! | | 
| Facob, And another =nines ? "+ "Ext. 
Silky. This 1s a Iv cy {troke ! {Enter Goldjfincb | 
So, Mr. Goidfinch > What do you want ? | 
Goldfinch, Money—A thouſand pounds directly. 
Silky. Fine talking, Mr. Goldfinch-! Money's 
a ſcarce commodity ! "Times are tickliſh ! 
Geldfinch. Tellee I muſt have it. 
_ Gilky, Give me but good ſecurity, and you know | 
I'ra your friend. 
Goldfinch. Yes ; go0d ſecurity and fifty per cent 
Silky, Why look you there now ! For all you 
know the laſt agipurty I had of you, I gave a full. 
hundred more than was offered by your friend 
Aaron, the Jew ! | 
Goldfinch. My friend ? Your iriend ! ! You col- 
logue together. | 
Silky. Hear you now ! For all you know I 
have always been your friend; always ſupplied 
you with money, have not 1? And whea | ſaw 
you running to ruin, 1 never told you of ut, did 
I? I was willing to make all things eaſy ! 
 Geldfinch. Eaſy enough ! You have pretty well 
eafed me ! 
Silky, There 1s your companion , Jack Milford ; 
I ſhall be a avs: loſer by him ! 
Golgfinch. Ah! It's all up with poor Jack ! 
He's fixed ar lalt ! 
| Silky, 


*# 


_ Silky. What do you mean ? 


Geldfinch. Old Dornton has ſent the Nab- man 


after him !' 
 Sulky. And argited bim ? 
Goldfinch. Yes, he's touched |! 


Sky. | Calling) Jacob! | Enter Facob)] Run as 
faſt as you can to my good triend Mr. Strawſhoe, 


the attorney, and tel] "him to take out detainders | 
for all the debts I have bought up againſt Mr. 
_ Milford ! Make baſte! 


Face. Yes, fir. + [ Exit. 
_ Goldfinch, 1 thovght you were Jack Miltord's 


friend, too ! 


Silky. So I am, Mr. Goldfinch but I muſt. 


provide for my family ! 
Goldjinch, Come, come |—The bit \—Tellec I 
want the coal, direftly! Sale at Tatterfall's to- 


 morrow morning | Three Herod brood mares 
with each an Eclipſe colt ! Would not loſe 'em for 


*all Lombard- ſtreet ! = will you let me have the 


bit? 


Shy. Dear, dear ! oy tell you I can't, Mr. Gold- 
finch. 
Cook; Then ſome other Jew mall, 


Silky. Jew! Hear you! Hear you! This it is 

0 be the friend of an ungratetul pendbrift! Calls 

me Jew! I, who go to morning prayers every 
day of my life, and three times to \ tabernacle on a 


Sunday | 
Goldfinch. Yes | You char all day” tremble all 


night, and act the hypocrite the firſt thing in the _ 
morning. T | Going. . 


Silky. Nay but ſtay, Mr. Goldfinch ! Stay! [_ 


want to talk to you ol, have a {cheme to make 
a man of you ! 


uſurer ? 
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Goldfinch, What > Bind me wreck to a 


Sky. 


- : h 
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| ſecure her to _ 5 
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Silky, Pſhaw ! ! You ate in purſuit of the widow - 


Warren ? 


' Geldfinch, Well 
Silky. Now what will you vive me, and Pl. 


_ Goldpnch. 

Silky. I! 

Goldfineh. Which way ? 

Silky. 1 have a deed in my power, I won't tell 
you what, but I have it, by which I can make her. 
marry the man I pleaſe, or remain a widow all her 
life; and that I am ſure ſhe will never do if ſhe 
can help Ip 

Golfinch, You a deed ? 

Silkzy. Yes, I. 

_ Golafiich. Shew it me! 

Silky. Not for twenty thouſand oounds !—De- 


ou? 


: pe60 upon rhe, I have it! I tell you Pm your 


end, and you ſhall have her ! That is on proper 


conditional not, Mr. Goldfinch, you ſhall not : 


have her ! 
Goldfinch, Indetd, old Judas! Well, what are 


your conditions ? 


_ Silky. 1 find the late alderman died worth a 
hundred and fifty thouſand pounds ! 
Goldfnch. Ay? 
Silky. Every. farthing, Mr. Goldfinch ! And. 
my conſcience tells me that, riſk and character 
and all things conſidered, I muſt come in for my 


thirds. 


Goldfinch. Your conſcience tells you that ? 
Silky. Yes, it does, Mr. Goldfinch—F wy thou- 


| fand is a fair price. 


Goldfinch. For the foul of; a miſer. 
3, If you'll join me, ſay ſo, 
Go/dfmch. F ifty thouſand : ? 


_ Sthhy. 


_—— 
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Wo lky. Not a farthing leſs! What, will there 
not be a hundred thouſand remaining ? | 


Goldfinch, Why that's true !—[t will cut a fine 


daſh! 

Silky. To be fare i it will Come with me! TIL 
draw up a ſketch of an agreement. After which 
we muſt fight cunning—The widow 1s a vain weak 


woman—You mult get her written proimule * 
. Goldfnch. Written ? 


Silky. Under her own hand ; with a goon. round 


penighey | in caſe of forfeiture ! 

Goldfnch. Well ſaid, old one! 

_ Silky. Not leſs than twenty chouſand 1 
A jury would grant half ! Face 

Goldfinch. Why you're a good one | | 

Silky. That would {ecure ſomething, and we 
would ſnack ! 

Goldfinch. Dammee you're a deep one | 

Silky. Ah, ha, ha, ha! Do you think I am, 
_ Goldfinch ?—Signed on a ſtamp ! 
 Go/djnch. You know a thing or two ! 


-—- 


| $i/ky. Ah, ha, ha ha! Do you think I do, Mr. 
Goldfinch ? 


Golafinch, You can teach 'em to bite the 
bubble ! 

Silky. Ah, ha, ha, ha! You joke, Mr. Gold- 
fiach, you joke! 
_ Goldfinch. But the devil will have you at laſt ! 
| Silky. Lord forbid, Mr. Goldfinch! Don't - 
rify me !—1 hate the devil, Mr. Goldfinch; 1 


deed I do! I hate thename of him ! Heaven keep 


me out of his fiery clutches ! 


© Goldfinch. No : he has you ſafe enough ! Bait 
His trap but with a guinea, and he 1s ſure to find 


you nibbling !. 


_ Silky. on. talk about the devil, Mr. Gold- 


5 Tp finch | 
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finch ! Pray don't! But think about the widow : 
{ecure her. 
| Goldjiach, 1 muſt have the coal though this 
evening ? 
_  Siky. Don't lole a moment, Mr. Goldfinch ! 
_ Geldfinch. Muſt not loſe the Echpſe colts! 
Silky. Plhaw, Mr. Goldfinch, think leſs of the 
colts and more of the widow ! Get her promiſe in 
| black and white! |[Goldfch going. 
Goldfinch, { Turns] Tellee I muſt have em? 2} 
Silky, All will then be ſafe! 
_ Goldjinch. Muſt have em ! [ Entunt- 


END OF THE 5ECOND ACT. 


AG T HE 


SCENE I. The Houſe of the Widow Warren. 
JENNY and SOPHIA meeting. 
Jenny. 
H, miſs! 1 have got ſomething for you ! 


Sopbia. Something tor me! What 15 1t? 
What ; 1s it ? * 


Fenny. iHer band behind ber] Wh at will you 
ive me? 

S:phia. Oh I'll give you [FF les in her pocket] 
La, I've got no money ! But I'll give you a kiſs 
and owe you ſ1xpence. 

Fenry. No. A ſhilling without the kiſs. 
Sophie, Well, well, a ſhilling.. 


Fennye 
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Jenny. There then. {| Giving her a ſmall parcel. 
Sophia, La! Whatis it? [Reads] © To Miſs 
| © Sophia Freelove.” And ſuch a beautiful ſeal ! 
 Ir's a pity to break it, | Opening the paper] ns 
| ae "6. but a "21 ere 

Fenny. Is thatally? _ 

Sophia. [ Conſidering]. Ecod !—Ha, ha, ha, ha, 
ha! 1 do think—As lure as ſixpence it 1s !lIt 
iS! — 

\ | Jenny. Is whar' ? 
[ Sophia. Oh la, it is ! 


Jenny. What's the matter with the girl PL 
Sophia. Ecod, Jenny, It is the molt curious 
| plum- cake you ever {ſaw !_ 
MM  Fenny, 1 ſee nothing curious about it ! | 
L _ Sophia. Oh but you hall ſee ! Give mea knife !— 
W-.. Oh no, that would {poil all !—Look you, Jenny, 


look !—-Do but look ! [ Breaks open the cake and 

finds a valentine\ Ha, ha, ha, ha! I told you fo! 
The ſweet, dear—! | Kiſſes it} Did you ever ſee ſuch 
a plum-cake in your whole life, Jenny?—And look 


| that mean ?—And two doves. cooung ! ! But here! 
| — Here's the writing. nn, 


The woodbine {wcet and turtle dove 

Are types of chaſte and faithful love. 

Ah! Were ſuch peace and rruth but mine, 
 F'd gladly be your Valentine !. 


£38 [Repeating] Were ſuch peace and truth but mine ! 


1 now, Mr. ATR, you know they are yours! 


Jenny. So, fo} Mr. Dornton ſends you valen- 
tines, mils ? 


wm - 1 DE oY K 
IS aeen. S , : 


Sophia. Oh yes, Tenny | He is the kindeſt, 
| ſweeteſt, handſomeſt gentleman ! 
| | Gem. You mult give me that valentine, miſs, 
FORE. Give it you : J 


G2 Jempy. 


here ! [Opening the vaientine| Oh, how beautiful ! 
— The ſhape of a honey-ſuckle '—What ſhould 
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emy. Yes; that I may ſhew it your mamma. _ | 
Sophia. Indeed but don't you think it! I would 
. not give you this tiny bit of paper, no, not for a 
diamond as big—as big as the whole world !— 
And ii you were to tell ma”, and ſhe were to rake 
' it from me, I'd never love you, nor forgive you, | 
as long as | live! | 
| Jem. Oh but indeed, miſs, I'm not obliged to 
keep ſecrets for nothing ! | 
Sophia. Nah, Jenny, you Ano I am very 
good to you. And here !—Here !—Don't tell ma”, 
and 11] give you this ſilver thimble. | Exit Jenny. 


Enter Widow: WARREN at Mr. SULkyY. 


Widow. You are a very ſhocking perſon, Mr. 
Sulky !-—The wild man of the woods broke looſe ! 
Do return to your keeper, good Orang Outang ; . 
and don't go about to terrify children ! 
Sulky, 1 tell you, ada, Mr. Milford IS ar- 
Re. © 
Sophia, My brother ? ' 
| Sulky, Locked up at a bailiff's in the next 
ſtreet. 

Sophia. Oh dear! - 

IWidow. And pray now what 1s that to me? 

Sulky. Madam ! 

Widow, I am not arreſted, 

| Sulky, Would you were ! 
Widow. Oh the ſavage ! 

Sulky. The pitileſs only ſhould feel pain, The 
ſtony- hearted alone ſhould be encloſed by walls 
of ſtone, 

Sophia. Don't be th with ma”, fir: I'm ſure 
ſhe'll releaſe my brother. hg 

Widew. You are {ure, minikin ! 

Sophia. Yes, ma'; for I am ſure no ſoul on 
earth would ſuſfer a fellow creature to lie and 

pine 


 teeing me ? 
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pine to ench; in a frightful dark dungeon, and 
fed with bread and water ! 


$ulky. Your late huſband recommended the pay- RY 
ment of his ſon's debts. 


Widow. Recommended ? 

Sulky. Yes. _ 

Widow, But leaving, it to my own prudence, 
 Sulky. More's the pity. 

Widow. Which prudence I ſhall follow. 

Sulky. It will be the firſt time in your life— 
You never yet followed | mT you always 


' Tan before it. 


Scphia. Nay come, dear ma', I am ſure you _ 
bave a pitiful heart! IT am ſure you could nat 


reſt 1n your bed it. my poor brother was IN pri- 


ſon ! 
IVidow. Hold your prattle, child ! Fx 
Sophia. Ah! I'm ſure you'll make him happy, 
and pay his debts! 


Widow, Why, Jenny ! [Carrey. 
 Sulky. You won't? 
Widow, Jenny ! [ Enter Fenny. 


| Sophia. La, dear fir, have patience— 
Sulky. You are an angel —And you are— | 
[ Exit. 
Sophia. Nay pray, fir, Co ſtay ! [Exit following. 
Widow. I am glad the moniter 1s gone! He is 
a very intolerable perſon !|—Pray, Jenny, how did 
it happen that Mr. Dornton went away without 


_Enter SERVANT and Mr. SILKY. 


Servant. Mr. Silky, madam. 
Widow. Leave us, Jenny. [ Exit Jenny]. So, 


Mr, Silky-——What } is this very urgent bulineſs of 


yours ? 
Silky, [Locking round]. Are we ſafe, madam ? 
Will 
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Will nobody interrupt us ; ; nobody over-hear | 
us? 

_—_ Widow, No, no=—But what 1s the meaning of 
= all this caution ? 

Y Oo, -Silky. | Aﬀter faſtening the door bd earefell draw- 
ing the Will from his pocket | Do you Know this 

| hand-writing, madam ? 

Widow. Ah !—lIt 1s my pow old dear mian' s, I 


lee. 
Sitky. You have heard of. a will. he left in 
., _—_— Mg 
. Widow. Pſhaw ! Wit indeed? | He' left. no , 
Y will ! | 
Silky. Yes, he did, mnadard. +2107 
Widow. 1 won't believe it! He loved me too 


well to rob me of a fingle guinea ! . Poot unple Rel 
| foul ! I] was his darling ! bg Fig ld 
Silky. His darling, madam ?—With your per- 
| miſſion, 1 will juſt read a fingle clauſe 1n which his 
darling is mentioned! Look, madam ; it is the 
alderman's band ! [Reads] © * But as 1 have ſotne- 
* times painfully ſuſpected the: exceſſive affetion * 

; < which my faid wife, Winifred Warren, profeſſed 

« for me durinz my decline, and that the ſolemn 
* proteſtations "ſhe made never to marry again, 

* ſhould the ſurvive me, were both done with 
* finiſter views, it 15 my will that, ſhould ſhe | 
*© marry, or givea legal promiſe of marriage, writ= 
« ten 6r verbal, that ſhe ſhall be cut off with ag 
«© annuity of ſix hundred a year; and the refidue 
© of my effes in that caſe to be equally divided 
© betweeri my natural ſon, John Milford, and my 
© wite's daughter, Sophia Freelove,” 

" Widow. Six hundred a year! An old dotard ! 

« To imagine that a woman, of my elegant ideas | 
« could exiſt on fix hundred a year!” Brute! 

Mohfter ! I hate lim now as heartily as when 
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| he was alive! - But pray, fir, how came you by 
| this wall ? | 


Silky. Why it was odd enough | And yet eaſy 
enough ! 'My name 15 Silky, madam— = 1 


Widow, Well ?_ 


Silky. And you know the executor's name 6 


dSulky— E ITY 4 þ, 
Widow. Well ? 
| Silky. The gentleman 'that delivered it only 


made a miſtake of a. letter, and gave it to Nr. 


_ , Silky inſtead of ro Mr. Sulky ! 
Widow, And where 1s that gentleman ? 


Silky. Ah, poor man !—He 1s dead ! | 
Widow. Dead ?- 


Silky. And Noe fo —c Was taken ill the very 


<* night he parted from me, went to his hotel, 


*© was put to bed in a high fever, and carried olf 


© in leſs than a week.” 


Widow, And does Mr. Sulky know of this will 
being delivered ? 


Silky, Not aſyllable! Ir's all cloſe and ſmoodd 1 


uu idow. So much the Ws On, give It. 


| Silly, Eco me > there, madam! I can't do that! 
 Wiaew. Why (0? 


_ Silky, My conſcience won't let HE 1 YY 


_ provide for my family ! 

Widow, And pray what FEET Poa 1s, hin WI: 'Þrs 
make for your family, Mr. Silky ? 

Silky. Why, Madam, I have a propoſal—You 
know the power of your own charms ! 


Widow. Which I believe is more than YOu da, 


Mr. Silky— 


Silky. Hah! Don't ſay os madam! . Don' f 
ſay ſo !— Would I were a handſome, rich-and well, 


| born youth !—Bur you know Mr. Goldfinch ?— 
Ah, ha, ha, ha! 1 could tell you 2 ſecrer| 


- 


4 DI ag Wide, 


r; - & a 
. "* p 4 S. Þ ORE mY Ka” -- & uk 
0 ee inp 25 
Fa gag oag Are ets agu A Ar-= RtbS Ne ns a : _ —_ : 


+/1...< 


4 "THE ROAD To. RUIN: 


Wi dow; What, that he 13 dying for. mie, I fap- [- 
Pole ? 


7 ras Ah !—So0 ſmitten !—Talks of nothing | 
elſe! YA 
WVidow. And is that : any fines, think you ? 


_ Silky. The alderman TI. find died worth more 
than a plum and a half — 


Widow, Well ? : 

Silky, 1 have talked the matter over wich. my 
friend, "Mr. Goldfinch, and he thinks it bur rea- 
ſonable, that for a ſecret of ſo much importance, 
which would almoſt ſweep the whole away, I ſhould | 
receive one third. 

Widow. Fitty thouſand pound, Mr. Silky ? ? 

_ Silky. 1 can't take leſs. - 

Widow. Why you are a PRs rogue than even ( 
I thought you! 

. Silky. Lord, madam, i it's no roguery | ! Ir g ouly 
a knowledge of. the world! A young huſband 
with a hundred thouſand pounds, . or poor fix 

| hundred a year without any hufband ! 

Widow. You are a very ſhocking old miſer, 
Mr. Silky! A very repulſive fort of a perſon! 
_ What heart you had is turned to ſtone! Youare 
 inſenſible of the power of a pair of fine eyes ! Bur - 
I have made a conqueſt that places me beyond 
your reach—lI mean to marry Mr. Dornton |! | 

Silky. | Surpri ed) What ! Old Mr. Ton 
madam ?/ : 
Widow. Old Mr. Dornton, man ned; never this 
the figure in my life! No! The gay and gat- 
Jant,young Mr. Dornton ! The pride of the city, 
and the lawful monarch of my bleeding heart ! 

Silky. Ha, ha, ha! Young Mr. Dornton 1 

- Fidow. So you may take your will and light 
your fires with it! You will not make a penny 
of it in any. other way, Mr, Sulky, the executor, 
ROT | Tr Rd | | 1s 
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is Mr. Darhton” s partner, and when 1 marry Mr. 


Dornton he will never inflict the abſurd penalty. 
Silky. Ha, ha, ha! No, madam ! When you 


marry Mr. Dornton, that he certainly never will ! 
Bur if any accident ſhould happen to prevent the 
match, you will then'let me hear from you ? 


_ Widow. Lord, good-man! Don't mention the. 
horrid idea ! Do leave me to my delightful me- 


ditations! I would indulge 10 ſoft ſenſibility and 
dreams of bliſs ; and not be diſturbed by dead. 
men's wills, or the ſordid extortions of an Avart- 

' cious old rogue ! 


. Silky. Very well, midan1. ' The ſecret for the 


preſent remains berween ourſelves | You'll be 


filent for your own. ſake! Only remember, ha, 


ha, ha! If you ſhould wart me, TI live at Number 


40. My name is on the door. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. 
Dornton ! Good morning, madam ! Mr. Dorn- 


ton ! | Ha, ha, ha ! You'll fend if you ſhould 


want-me ? [Et laughing. 
Widow. J cnny!. [Calling.] 


S 


_ Enter JaxNY, 


- Jour Ma am! _ 
IVidow, As 1 was ſaying, Jenny, pray how did 
it happen that Mr. Dornton WEnT away without 


ſeeing me?. 


' Fen. Indeed, ma'am, 1 don't know. 
Widow, Cruel youth | 
Jenny. I'm ſure, ma'am, 1 wonder "EI you can 


| like him better than Mr. Goldfinch ! 


Widow. Mr. Goldfinch is very well, Jenny— 


But Mr. Dornton ! Oh incomparable ! 


Jenny, 1 am ſure, ma'am, if I was a rich lady, 


and a handſome lady, and a fine lady, like you, + 
by _ lay Mr. Goldfinch for my mw” 
X OThe® I | | | H HW dow. 
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_— @G THE: ROAD TO BIN: 


Widow. Should” you, Jenny ?—well, T. doit t 
know Longwihing.]. ARTS TIT 1; 

 Goldfinch. | Without] Tellee I muſt; "x 7 : 

Widow.” As T live, here he comes!— He is ſuch 


 # boiſterous perſon! [Goes'20'the glaſs] 'How do I 
look, Jenny? 'T proteſtimy fond; is of all colours ! 


\'Yemy. -\ Significantly after examining} You had 
beter go upto your toilette for a minute. 
- Widow. That ſmooth- -tongued old extortioner 

e-mnti ſuch a pe Mags t "Te him 1 $0, 


Jenny. © © > y 
Fenny. Never fear, n ma am. Poe | i. 
_ Widow, TI not ſtay too! long. | "a8 Fxit yg. 


Enter GoLDrincA , bis Clothes, That gre Boots dir-. 


tied by a. Fall, 


 Goldfiich. Here 1 am—AIll alive. 

Fenny., Dear !- What's the matter ? 

- Geldfinch. Safe and ſound! Fine kick up! ! 

. Fenny. Have you been thrown ? 

Goldfinch. Purched MECITIEGY feet into. : 


_ ditch—Soulſe ! 


Fenny. Dear me !. | 

Goldfinch. Pretty commence (No matter—' 
Limbs whole—Heart ſound—That's your ſort ! 

- Fenny. Where did it happen? © 

 Goldfinch.' Bye road—Back of Idington—Had 


them tight in hand too—Came to a ſhort turn and 


a narrow lane—VU p flew a damned dancing-maſter's 


. umbrella—Bounce — Off they went—Road re- 


pairing—Wheelbarrow in the way—Craſh—Out 


| flew I—Whiz—Fire flalhed—Lay ftunned—Gor 


up—Looked fooliſh-—Shafts broke—Snarler and 
Blackguard both down—Black-and-all-black .pay- 


ing away, pannels {maſhed, [races Cur, Snarler 


lamed. © + + DIR Re 
Jemy. Terrible & wo ipaihl; d; Poo ug 1 
EE Goldfinch. 


, of” ' «1A; pt M ED 1 
\ « Goldfnch. Damned,;madi!—Curſed: a, Fg Od, 


vp. Black-and-all-black,, horſewhipped. Tom, took 
Hu and drove here like a devil in a whirlwind ! 


- ofenny. * Tis very, well your neck's not broke! * 
 Goldfinch Little ſtiff —No matter—Damn / -all 


dancing-maſters and'their umbrellas ! ....+ 


Jenny. You had better ,haye,been_ jag Mr. 


Goldfinch.. You ſtand ſo. long, | ſhilly ſhally,. that 
you'll-be cutout at laſt, If you had but.a licence 
now in your pocket, I'd undertake to! have you 
married in half. an-hour!t; -, --! 


- Goldfinch, Do you think ſo? +... fla 
| Fenny. Think ?. 'm fure on ts «1; © 
Goldfinch. Dammee, I'll poſt away and get one 

— Muſt not. loſe .her ;; the game's up it .[ do l— 


Muſt have her ! Be true to me, and:I'll ſecure you 


the hundred ! Pl be back, from the. Commons ir 1n 
a {mack | | NN Fx! 


"-Barer the Wide Wannin, 


Goldfnch. Ah! Widow ! Here'am þ 4 Runs up 
to ber, kiſſes ber boifterauſly, and dirties ber clothes.) 

IVidew,-1 proteſt, Mr. Goldfinch—! Vas ever 
the like !—[ Looking at herſelf.) _ 

| Goldfinch. Never mind, brulh fi the lad ! 
— Been to Hatchet” 5—Beſpoke the wedding-coach. 

Widow. But—Sir— 

Goldfinch. Pannels ftripe painted—Hammer- 


_ cloth fringed—Green and white—Curtains  feſ- 
rooned—Patent wheels—Silver furniture—All flaſh 
—Light as a bandbox—Trundle and ſpin after 


my. greys like a Tandem down hill—Paſs—Shew 


2 for the road—Whurr— Whizz-gig. > That S your 
0047-2 4 


Widow, It will be FX perb!_ GT Ars Ay OE 
© Goldfinch, Superb ? FIVith ondind11; ite it 


will be the thing !—The go—the ſtare—the Sane 


4 3'--- = he © 
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32 THE ROAD TO RUIN: 


e gaze !—The rich widow and the tight « one | ! 


There they go !—Away they' bowl !—That' bh: 


yout ſort! 
Widow. * You have a taſte for theſe things 


« Mr. Goldfinch !” 


_  Goldfnch., © Tafte \—Believe F- rd Whs 


© Pleaſure- EP bpeenge hill and down—High- 
© ways. an 
drive you !— 


bye-ways' '—im . the boy that irony 


«more ?—Phaetons and Curricles, Parks and 


Widow. Pardon me, Mr. Goldfinch ; is: a cer- 


tain event were by the wiſe diſpoſition of Provi- 


. dence to take place, I ſhould think proper to. 


© Goldfnch. You drive 1—If you do, damn me! 
 Widew. Sir ! y 


- Goldfinch. 'm chriſtened and called: Ohbrles<. 


| Charles Goldfinch—The knowing Lad that's not 


to be had—Winter and Summer—Fair weather 


and foul—-Low ruts or no ruts—Never take a falſe 


Nod: no, Widow—I drive—Hayait !— 


Ah !-—Ah ! Get on !—St—St—Touch White- 
foot in the flank—Tickle Snatler 1 in the ear—Cur 
up the Yelper—Take out a fly's eye—Smack, 
 crack—That's your fort! 


Widow. 1 affure you, Mr. Goldfinch, you en- 


tertaln very by. ſuppoſitions c concerning— 
Goldfinch. Go for the licence—[ Going } 
Widow. Nay but ſurely, Mr.— 


Goldfinch, Go for the icence—Refolved—Tak- 


ent here. [oe T to bis forebea 


Widow. If retroſpe& and—and affetion threw 


no other obſtacles in the way—Yet the—the World ; 


— Prudence, 


Goldfinch. .'The World \—Prudence !—Damn the £ 


World=Damn Prudence. | 


| 


Goldfinch. 


318 "COMEDY: : PT : a0 
9d pPh 
.-Goldfinch. The world nor nobody elſe has no- 


© thing to do with neither your prudence nor mine. 
—Well be married immediately— _ 


IVidow. Immediately, Mr.  Goldfinch —— 
[ Undecided] To 

' Goldfinch. What, you. won't ? | 

Widow. Nay, Mr. Goldfinch—I—do not— ab- 
folmely renunciate— But I—wiſh— 

Goldfinch. It was over—Know you do—Go for 
the licence— _ 

Widow. Pray—Dear Mr. Goldfinch—. WR 

Ct, Go for the licence, I tellee. 

Widow, Only a word— 

. Goldfinch, To the wiſe—T'm Taal for the. 
agus, ho an "7 HEREIN > a (xtt. 

Wi Jaow. Nr. Goldfinch — declare— S 

[ Exit following. 


SCENE dhanpis to the Houſe of Dounros.” 


Mr. DoRxNTON and Mr. SMITH, | 
 Dornton. Stll the ſame hurry, the ſame crowd, 


Mr. Smith, Much the fame, fir: the houſe ne- 


_ ver experienced a day like this ! Mr, OLIN” 


we ſhall never get through. 
Dornton, Is Milford taken ?: | _ 
Mr. Smith. Yes, fir. 
Dornton, Unprincipled prodigal ! My for owes 
his ruin to him alone. Bur he ſhall ſuffer ! 
_ Mr. Smith, My young maſter's radeſnen are 
waiting. _ | 
Dornton, Bid them come in, [Exit Mr, Smith) | 
All my own fault, my own fond folly ! Denied 
him nothing, encouraged him to fpend ; and now 
« the unnatural father can coolly think of rurning 


.c <« him on the wide pitilels world ; there to ſtarve, | 


, Wo YO © pihe 


the countin -houſe, It. 


in ſtyle, and ſave a fortune as he ought. 


ol bY THE. ROAD: TO RUIN: G 
« pine in a priſon, r rot.in dungeons, among agites, by 
* rheums and loathſomeneſs !” - 


| Re-enter Mr. SMiTH followed by T radefmen. ; 


Mr. Smith. This way, gentlemen ! bh 
Dornton. Zounds ! What an. army. 8997. vile | 


thoughtleſs profligate 1—« Yes, yea MY: be | 
Ph * his portion ;, he merits it !” | 


ans | Enter Servant. 
* Ginn. mw o Mr. Dornton] You are wanted i in 


 Dornton, Very well. ru. with you i in ig tho 


ment, gentlemen—Abandoned fpendthrift ! 


| [Exit followed by Mr. Smith. 
Firſt T. I don't like all this! Whar does 1 Itmean : p. 
Second T. Danger! 
| Third T. He has been a good culldmt=—None 


of your punctual payimnabers, that look over their 
accounts. | 


Firſt T. Oh, a | different thing ! © TE to. be 


got by them—Always take care to affront them. 


Sens T. Perhaps 1t 1s a trick of the old gentle- 
man, to inſpect into our charges. 
Third T. 1 don't like that—Rather hear of any 


tax than of taxing my bill. 


Firſt T. Humph ! Tradeſmen begin to under-- 
ſtand theſe things, and allow a reaſonable profit ! 


cond T. Can't have leſs than fifty per cent. 
for retail credit trade ! 


Third T. To be ſure not ; if a man would live 
Firſt T. Huſh! Mind—All deviliſh hard run! 


Omnes. Certainly ! 
Firſt T. Not a guinea in the | houſe !—To-mor- 


; row 's Saturday—Hem ! 


Lab | Re-enter Mr. "SOT OE, 


Dornton. Your ſervant, gentlemen, your fer 
vant. Pray how happens it Hat you mg your 
accounts in here? 
Firſt T. We received notice, fir. 

Dornton. You have none of Yeo uy demands 
upon'me? _ 

Bh- F, Happy 1 to ſerve you, 7 TY 

Second T. Weſhall all be oe: of your cuſtom, fir. 

Omnes. All, all - 

 Dornton. And do you come expetting to be 
paid ? 

Fit T. Money, fir, is always agreeable ! 

__ $ScondT. Tradeſmen find it a fcarce. commo- 
dity ! 

T hird T. Bills come renin quick ! 

Fourth T. Workmen muſt eat ! 

Second T. For my part, I always give a gentle- 

man, who 1s a gentleman, his own time. 

Dornton. 1 underſtand you !—And what are you, 
fir, who ſeem to ſtand apart from the reſt ? 

Hofier. A- hoſier, fir. I am unworthy the com- 
pany of theſe honeſt gentlemen, who live in ſtyle. 
I never affront a punctual paymaſter, not I : and, 
what they will think ſtrange, I get more by thoſe . 
who do look. over their bills, than thoſe who do | 
NOx! | 

 Firft T. Humph ! 

Second T, Blab! 

Third T. Shab 

Dornton. And what may” be the amount of your 
bill, 1 fk | 

Hofier. A trifle, for which I haven no o right to aſk. 

 Dornton. No right! What do you mean? $vo_7 

Heofier. Your ſon, fir, made me what I am; 

rediatod me and my family from ruin ; and it 

would be an ill requital of his goodneſs to _ | 
| ere, 
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56 THE ROAD TO RUIN: 
"Ba like a dun, at fiich a rime-as this; when I 
would rather, if that could help Ms, G46 him 
_ every ſhilling 1 have in the world.. 


what do you do here-then ? 


unwilling to come, and ſent me word he would 


buſineſs like this. 


| honeſt fellow! An unaccountable— ! And {o Harry 
has been your friend ? 


he lent me money, though I was ſincere enough 
to tell him of his faults. 


"ſoul of Socrates ſhould have crept and bid ſelf in 


Dornton. Would you ? Would you ; 2? (Greatly 
ajjeftied|—You look like an honeſt man !—Bur 


Hofier. Mr. Dornton, fir, | Sr I ſhould be 


never ſpeak to me more if I did not; and, rather 
than offend him, I would even Come here on a 


Dernten. [Shakes bim Ns the band] You are an 
Hejier. Yes, ſir; a liberal. minded FI Mis Fo for 


Dornton. Zounds, fir! How came you: to be a 
weaver of ſtockings ? 

Fifier. I don't know, fir, how l came to be at 
all; 1 only know that here I am. 

Dornton. A philoſopher | EO Tr we 

Hofier. 1 am not fond of titles, fir—I'm a man, 

Dernton. Why is it not a ſhame, now, that the 


the body of aſtocking- weaver ? Give me your bill! 
Hefier, Excuſe me, fir. 
Dornton. Give me your bill, 1 tell ab Il. 
pay this bill myſelf. 
 Hejier. 1 caanot, muſt not, fir. K | is 
Dornten, Sw, 1 ink on—f Enter Harry Dorn- "2.0 
Ton] So, fir! {Turning angrily round | Why have - | 
YOu aflembled theſe people into whoſe debt-you 
have diſhoneſtly run, wanting the power to pay ; 
and who have as dilhonefily truſted you, hoping 
to profit exorbnantly by your FARIAV SGHOA | RET 
Harry, Oh, firs you don't know them ! They 
3 | ay 


A COMEDY. Pp $7 


are very Ribs indulgent kind of people. 
Are not you, gentlemen ? 

-Firt T. Certainly, fir. 

Ones, Certainly. 

Harry. Be kind enough to wait a \ few minutes 
 withour, my very good friends. Ws T rade eſmen.] 
Mr. Williams—{T akes his han : 

Hofter. Sir — | (Ze. 

Dornton. How: dare . you introduce this War 

,” of locuſts here ? How dare you? - |» 
Harry. | With continued good humour] Deſ) pair, fir, = 
1s adauntleſs hero. 
 Doruton, Have you- the efonery [to ſuppoſe 
that I can or ſhall pay them ?— What is it you 
mead;e-*;;--- 8 
Harry. To let you ſee I have jd, Ra DD. 
| Dornton. Cheats ! Bloodſuckers ! _ 
Harry. Some of them : but that is my fault— 
They muſt be paid. 

Dornton, Paid! _ 

Harry. The innocent muſt not ſuffer for the 
Sulit: P_ 
© Dornton. You will die 3 in an Et | 4 

Herry. May be fo; but the orphan's and the 
widow's curſe hall not. meet me there! __ __ 

Dornton. Harry |  Zounds |! { Checking bis fund- i 
neſs} Paid ! Whom do you mean to rob ? = 

Harry. My name is Dornton, fir. ,_ = 

| Dormton. Are you not— ? Lanny words. -] 

""Howy: OO. IS 

Dornton. Quit the room |! Begone ! 

Harry. You are the beſt of men, fir, and Kot 
Bur I hate whining. Repentance is a pitiful ſcoun- 
drel, that never brought back a ſingle yeſterday. 
Amendment i is a felow of more mettle—But it 1s. 


too late—Suffer 1 'Qught, and ſuffer 1 muſt—My 
PORT Both the} Manag debrs 
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. Merry. This inſtant ! [Going] 


STK. ROAD. TO RUIN: 


debts of hopour * diſcharged, do not let my tradeſ- 


men go unpaid. 
Dernton, You have ruined me ! 
Harry. The whole is but five thouſand ds 1 


J 


Dorntcn, But i—The counter is loaded with the 
deſtruQtion you bave brought upon us all! 


Harry. No, no—l have been a fad fellow, but 


| not even my extravagance can ſhake this houſe. | 


Enter Mr. SMITH, in conſternation. ; 


Mr. Smith, Bills are pouring in ſo faſt upon us 
we ſhall never get through ! 


Harry. [ Struck) What !—What is that you ſay ? 


Mr. Smith. We have paid our light gold. ſo 
often over that the people are very ſurly! 
| Dornten, Pay it no more !—Sell it inſtantly for 


what it 1s worth, diſburſe the laſt games, and ſhut 


up the doors | 


Harry. [ T, aking Mr. Smith of rae) Are you ſerious? 
Mr. Smith.. Sir ! 
Harry. [ Impatiently.] Are you hefeas; I ſay ? "BE 


Is it not ſome trick to 1mpolſe upon me ? 
Mr. Smith, Look into the ſhop, fir, and CON 


vince yourſelf !—If we have not a fupply 1n halt 
an hour we mult ſtop ! - | [ Exit. 
Harty. [ 7/ildly} Tol de rol—My father ! Sir! 


['T urning away] Is it poſſible ?—Diſgraced ?— 


Ruined ?—In reality ruined Ty me?— Are thefe 

_ things ſo ?—Tal de rol— bf, 
_ Dernton, Harry '—How you look \—You frighten 

me ! ' 


Harry. [ Starting] It ſhall be done! 


DAN What do you mean nor po yourſelf, 
Harry! 


2AM Ay ! By heaven ! 
. Dornton. Hear me, Ftarry 


Dornton, 
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[7 { Calling] Harry! | © Ro 

Harry. Don't droop ! Re turning]. | Don't de- 
es ] ! I'll find relief—[ 4jide } Firſt to my friend— 
He cannot fail? Bur if he ſhould !—W hy ay, then 
to Megera !—I will marry her, in fuch a cauſe, 


were he fifty widows, and fifty ay | 


Doraton. Calm yourſelf, Harry ! 
Harry, 1 am calm ! Very calm !—It ſhall be 


done 1—Don't be dejeted—You are my father— 


You were the firſt of men in the firſt- of cities— 
Revered by the good and refpeaed by the great 


_ —You flouriſhed proſperouſly {—Bur you had a 


ſon !—I remember it ! 


 Dornton. Why do you roll your eyes, Harry ? 
Harry, 1 won't be long away ! 


Dornton, Stay where you are, Harry | r Cartbing 


_ bis hand] All will be well! I am Jerk happy 1 


Do notleave me!—l am very happy i—Indeed & 
am, Harry !—Very happy ! 


Harry. Tol de rol—Heaven bleſs you, fir | 


You are a worthy gentleman !—T'll not be Jong ! 


Dernton, Hear me, Harry !—I am very py 


Enter a Clerk, 


Clerk. Mr. Smith, fir, deſires os. know wherkbr 
we may ſend to the Bank for a- thouſand pounds 


worth of filver. 


Harry. [ Furtoufly] No, ſcoundrel ! 


| Breaks away and Exit. 
Ding, [ Calling and almoſt fbbing] Harry !— 


Harry !—-I am very happy !—Harry Dornton 


[In a kind of ny I am very happy !— Very 
a happy LEart Following. 


SC ENE changes to the Houſe of Mr. SILKY. 


Mr. S1LKY and JACoB. 


Silky. Mr. Goldfinch not called yet, Jacob ? 
"ABS Taced, 


' you? What can Ido ? Make me bappy ! 


bo THE ROAD To RUIN: 


"qives; No, Gr. 

Silky. Nor any meſſage from the widow ? 
 Facob. No, fir. | Knocking-heard.] 

* Silky. 'See who knocks, Jacob ! | Exit Faces] x 


dare fay it is one or t 'other ! ! They muſt come to 
me at laſt! ; 


Enter Harry DorxTow in wild Haſte, following | 
Jacos. 


Haney: [Entering]. Are you ſure he 1s at home . 
_ Jacob, He 1s here, br, OL OT ER Exit. 


_ Harry, Mr. Silky—! T Ponting: Yi 
- Silky. Ah! No. dear Mr. Dornton, how. do. 
you do ? I hope you are very well! I am ex- 


| ceedingly glad to ſee you ! This call is ſo kind, 
ſo condeſcending ! It gives me infinite pleaſure [ 


Harry. Mr, Silky, you muſt As a me, 


' afavour! | 


Silky. A favour ! What is it? How can I 
ſerve you ?' I would run to the world's end. 
Harry, You muſt exert your whole friendſhip! 

Silky. Friendſhip, fir? Say duty ! *Twas you 


that made a man of me! I ſhould have been 


ruined, in the Bench, I know not where or what, 


had you not come forward and ſupported me at 


the critical moment | And now I can defy. the 
world !. 


Harry. [ Inpatient] Hear me |! 1 know you 


' can. 


Silky. Oh yes | The Cans you lent me, a 


lucky ſpeculation, five years of continual good for- 
tune, and other little lifts have made me—! 1 

won't fay what—Bur, your father and perhaps ano- 
 theror two excepted, I fay perhaps, VII ſhew my. 


head with the proudeſt of 'em. 
Harry. Why then Iam a fortunate man! 
Silky. To be ſure 796 are! How can I ſerve 


Harry. 
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A COMEDY. OY 


Ha © can reſcue me from phrenſy ! 
_ Silky. 'Can I?2—lI am proud ! yo IF 


—What? How? I am a lucky fellow! Tell 


me which way ?—Where can i run ? What can]. 
do? 


Harry. (Org) - The requeſt is ſerious— 
trying ! 


Silky. &. much the better ! |. $0 much the bet- 
ter! Whom would I ſerve, if not you ; ?—You! 


The ſon of the firſt man in the city |! 
_ Harry. [Wildly] You miſtake ! 


Silky. 1 don't! _ You are, you are | Dornton 


and Co. may challenge the world, the trouſe of 


Hope perhaps excepted ! 


Harry. Woctplly miſtake ! 

| Silky. Pooh ! 

Harry. Our houſe is in danger of Roping. 
payment ! | 

Silky. Sir 2—Stop payment ! 

. Harry. My follies are the cauft ! 

_ Silky. Stop payment ? 

Harry. I have not been uſed to aſk favours— 


"but=-: 


Silky. Stop payment ! 

Harry. Scorn me, curſe me, fpurn me, but ſave 
my father! _ es LA 
Silky. Stop payment ? OM 

Harry. What means this alreration 1n your 
countenance ? 


Silky. Oh dear, no! Ha, ha, ha! Not in the 
leaſt! Ha, ha, ha, I affure you, I, I, I -—__ 
Harry. I bave told you our ftuation. Yourſelf 


_ and two other friends muſt jointly ſupport - my 


father, by your credit, to the amount of fifty 1 thou- 
ſand pounds— Mark me |— Muſt ! 


Silky, Fifty thouſand pRyncs, Mr. Dornton! 
EY ond pounds! Are you dreaming ? 
| Me : » 


"< 


ao aid 


— 
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Me? Fifty thouſand pounds ! Me ? Or half . 


the ſam? Or a fifth of the ſum? Me! 
Harry. Prevaricating {cound—! _ Hear me, 

fir 1 EGS, 

Silky. | In fear]. Yes, "$2 

Harry, I muſt be elf BAN" out]. Are 


you not a—! I fay—Sir—You have Journ in- 
formed me of your ability, and I muſt infift, ob-. 


ſerve, fir! I infiſt on your immediate POANDance 
\of this a& of duty ! 


Silky. Duty, and fifty thouſand pounds ! Are 
you mad, Mr. Dornton ? Are you mad ? p- Or 
do you think me mad ? 

. Harry. I think you the baſeſt of wretches ! 


_ _ * Silly. Nay, Mr. Dornton, I would do any 
6 thing to ſerve you ! Any thing, I proteſt to Hea- 


ven 1—Would ,£0 any where, run— 


Harry. Ot my errands, wipe” my ſhoes ! Any 


_ dirty menial office that coft you nothing—And 
this you call ſhewing your gratitude ? 4b 
Silky. Is it not, Mr. Dornton ? © 
Harry. | His anger-rijng}\ And will you give 
no help to the houſe ?_ 
$i1ky. Nay, Mr. Dornton—' | 
Harry. After the favours you have been for 
years receiving, the profeſſions you have been 
daily making, and the wealth you have by.thele 
means been hourly acquiring | Will you not, 
We 
Silky. [ Retreating] Nay, Mr. Dornton— ! 
_ Harry, Will you not, fir ? 
Silky. Don't hurt-a poor old man! I can't ! 


Harry. [ Seizing, ſhaking vim, and phony him 


from bim\ Scoundrel ! | [ Exit. 


Silky. Bleſs my heart tiling payment ?—The 


houſe of Dornton !—Fitty thouland pounds: Finn 
declare Iam all of a tremble! James! William ! 
/ Enter 
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ob Enter two Clerks. 


Have we any bills on the houſe of Doron? 


Firſt Clerk. 1 have juſt been examining the 


books, fir. We have bills to the amount of — 


Silky. How much " How Fae i A thouſand oy 
z0unds.? 


Firſt Clerk. Three, fir, 


WP. Three !— Three thouſand 2 Bleſs my 


Firſt Cert. We beard Lag news Ns very mo- 


_ heart ! 


ment after young Mr. Doraton came in !_ 


Silky. Run, pay the bills away !. 

Fit Clerk. Where, fir ? | 

- Stiky. Any where! Any hodyis = ke! em! 
Run with them to my dear friend, Mr. Smallware; 
it 15 too far. for him to have heard of the craſh. 


 Begone! Don't leave him ! Give my very beſt 
reſpects to him! He will oblige me infinitely = 


Fly ! [Ex Firſt Clerk.) And go you, James, 


to the clearing houſe, and get it whiſpered among, 


the clerks. Then, | if there are any of Dornton's 


bills to be bought at fifty per cent. diſcount, let me 
know. I will buy up all I can=-[ Exit Clerk] 's. 
a fafe ſpeculation : I know the houſe : there muſt 


| be a good round dividend. ef 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 


_- To T Iv. 


EF 


8c EN E I. Uk Houſe of the Widow Wannzs. 


Enter JexxY followed by Harry Doxnvul, who 
_ with an oppreſſed heart, but half drunk with -wine 
and paſſion, aſſumes the "”_ rance bc wild. and 

_—_— —_—— {5:0 TEAS 


Hazy. 


| WAY, Handmaid of Hecate ! Fly! 
Jemy: Lord, fir, you don' r mean as you 


fy!” 
| Heres - Wilt you begone, Cerheread >—TInvite my 
Goddefs to deſcend 1n a golden ſhower, and ſud- 


\._denly relieve theſe renng doubrs. 


\— Femry. © Goddeſs !—I knew you meant! miſs 

« Sophy! 2 

Harry. © Prime tormentrix tothe Furies, vi. 

« gone! _ 

Fenny. ** What, fir, to AR. old Miſtreſs Pp . 

Harry. © Hear you?—Yes! I want an old 
«. Miſtreſs, with her old gold, inſtantly to relieve 

 * an injured old man—Tol de rol—Vaniſh, 


« daughter of Nox! Tell her what a gay and 


cc  love- ſick humour I am In—T ol de rol.!” 


Enter W 1pow, and Exit Jenny dt ſatisfied. 


Widow. | Smiling] Mr. Dornton.! 

Harry. Widow !—Here am 1!—Phaeton the 
(eco hurled from my flaming car! I come 
burning with fierce deſires, devoutly Hen ON com- 
mitting the deadly fin of matrimony | May theſe 
things be? Speak, my ſaving Angel ! 
| _ Widow. « Fic upon you ! : How can you chrow 
EIS + | Ig. _ * one 
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Te one. into "ich. an inſuperable rrepidation of Tf ER | 


= T5 The be FL | 
= .. Harry. ce Will you have me >—Pronbunce. but 2 ED 
biel | be thebleſſed Yes, and I am thine foreverandfor aye. 4 
_ ©. Widow. *© Dear Mr. Dornton=/! You—I— by 
_ Harry. cc Ay, ay—l know very well—The for- OE, 1 
© mal No, Te 4a bluſh, the half-conſenting —© 
# fide-glance, the. hefitating Yes, the. palpitation 
« yiolent—We'll ſuppoſe them all—There, there! MY 
_ « —]; haye a@ed, them -overz and the parſon's S 
< tragical farce is going to begin!” 
_ - Widow. Nay, but—! -Dear Mr. Dornton—! 7h 
Harry. Do not imagine, amiable widow, that AJ 
4 am-mad !—No, no, no !—[ #/ith a hyferic laugh] _ 
Only a little flighry—Lefc my father furiouſly, 
_ drank three botttes of Burgundy franticly, flew in 
amorous phrenly' to the attack, and will carry the 
place or: die on the ſpot!— Powder and poiſon 
await my choice; and let me-tell you, ſweet wi- 
dow, I am a man of my word. .S0 your have 
Ie, won ti your; : - f . - 
FVidow. Oh, Mr. ' Rar $ | : +, 
_ Harry. Why you would not ſee 'my father 
periſh! Would you? And me expire ! Would you? 
| Widow, Am] fo very cruel? _ - 
Harry. Then ſay Yes !—Yes or—Piſtols—Dag- 
gers—Cannon balls! 
_-  #Fidow.; Les, fir, yes, yesl . TT 
_ _ Harry. Hold, fair widow ! Kind widow; hold ! 
| Be not raſh , cn; | am the verieſt villain |=—Avoid 
me !—A ruined—! But that wete indeed a trifle 
My. father! Him! Him have I ruined ! Heard 
_ you. that? Bring fortly your hoards ! Let him i 
once more be himſelf, and bid me kifs the duſt! m. 
Widow. [ Afide} © Elegant youth !-{ Aloud] Ah 
« you flatterer | I own you have been A leftle—  _ 
0 MS but— 
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or. by... 


Harry. © A little! Oh Ha; ha, ha !—Widow, 


«Tam a ſad fellow !—A damned' fad' dog!— J 
<« tell you I have ruined my father—A 


*. fathers! Who, had T not been a ec: would 
«have (given'me his ſoul! And *L Yave ' Foinied 


7 him !-—Ruined” him'l-—Bewate of me !—Fly 


<«< me !—Yet ſhould you ?—=Rife Imps of night ! 


«© Deep have I ſworn to find ſome means to favs 


<« a:father from Era ane* 1 will keep my 


| * oath though—!” $h= 29% Þo WET > 


Widow, Oh fie! How can you terrify one 


| Þ] FEREY 
- Harry. And wik thou, widow, be his fapperr 2 
[ Eagerly] Wilt thou? 


 Widew. Cruel queſtion ! How can I deny? 
_ Harry. Immorrtal bleſſings be nga thee! My 


 facherf, 065 + 0542 


© Widow. Will be all rapture to hear—! 
Harry, «© 'Willhe ?-Words of comfort !— Will 


© he ?—A buxom;fairadd bounteons dame, whoſe | 


« treaſures can reſtore* his tottering 'fortunes to- 


_« their wonted ſplendour! Ha | Will he ? Will | 
«cc he ? ARES ns þ, OR JF b | , 

__» Widow. © Certainly, Mr. Norton he. cannot 

No be difpleaſed at ſuch a choice.” © 


Harry. | Shakes 'his heed] Ah, ha, ha, ha ! 


_ [Sighs] +You don't know my father ! A ſtrange, 
_ affetionate—! Thar loves -me—! ' Oh! He—! 
And you ſee how I uſe him! You ſee how I uſe 


him! -* But 'no matter— T ol de rol —We'll be 


married to-night. 


. Fidow. Oh fic ! 
Hatry, Ay,'my Madona ! To. night's the. day 


—The Rh the better— Tis to fefcue a father, 
blithſome-widow ! A father ? To'fave 'him' have F- 
fallen it loyve—Remember—Sin .with open eyes, 
' widow —Money=—[ muſt HAVE” he -., in 


the 


Ire of 
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 «« widow fair and debonair—Keep thy word—Let q 
_ «« but my 'father be. himſelf, and I an thine). Tn v4 


£6 * And we 'V love wy day, and we git live by ni night, 


« With a oy; and a ho and a heigho, widow! 


«1 have drunk Burgundy—To, ma heath | 
« auſpicious Amazon !—Burgundy ! = 
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the 'morn,. ere, counters | echo , with the rag of 
gold, fifty thouſand muſt be raiſed! - | 
Wi -g It ſhall, Mr..Doraton. oo 1 
_ Harry. Why, ſhall it ? - Shall. ie?: Speak again, __—_— 
beatific viſion, ſpeak! Shall it? *.: % 
 Widow,' Dear Mr. Dornton, it ſhall. - © 
Harry. Tol de rol—< He'|ſhall live! - He ſhall 
« ſmile! Again his heart ſhall feel joy !—=Oh' my. 
«« bland; and bonny, widow.1 {Partly finging]- My- B 


« Body and ſoul thine! 

Widow. © And are you really— Oh, no !—No ; 
—[ Coguettiſoly] You are not,in love ?' 

Harry. « Fathom and half, poor Tom !” 


| (Singing and ighing. 4 


« For I wanted the grace LO 
_« Of a bold villain's face, Oe" 
« To prevail, with heigho, _ | 

« On a buxom widow. [& aJes 1 her, 


Widow. £6 [ Cequetti in ge] Fie! 1 ſhall hate you, - 


66 if you are ſo fond of me_! I ſhall indeed!—BRuc 
« Wu, are man |—Roving, faithleſs man ! * 


Harry, ** No, no! Fear not ! Thou, gracious. 
*« widow, art my overflowing, cup of. confolation— 
«© What! A father ſaved= ?”—Remember |— 
Fifty thouſand the firſt thing in the morning? . 

Widow. And would not a part. this eyening—?.. 

[ Still coquetting, 
— Harry [Suddenh? "What fayeſt thou ? — Oh, 
01h i_ Thouſands - 
: K 2 $ | Widow. 
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Widow. © No: you are 2 tacky bad nian, 


«;and,I don't love you : 3 1 don' t indeed—Elfc” i 


have a trifling ſum: | 
Harry, ( Eagerly] How much ? 
Widow. 'S1x Hon ji 
Harry. Six? 5 


Widow. WhichT1 PR to Kiredilpoſedo of, Deſt 


'Harry. No, no! T'll diſpoſe of 1 it, dear widew'! 
 [Kiffes ber] Tl diſpoſe * it in a twinkling! 


 [Elated] * Thou art my Goddeſs | [Kiſſes ber 
<« again\ By the faith of my body but I will thank 


- * thee—Yea thee will love exceedingly ! 


WWidew, © Oh fie! — No, you won Will TY 


«you? -.- — [Languiſhingly. 


Harry. © Will 12. [8ig6] Shall I not be In 


& duty bound? —_ 
Widow, **No!—You can't Joe: me, e. [ More fondly 


Harry. «« Ha, ha, ha! My fair Pelican of 
&« Potoſi! Queen of Paftolus!” Doubt. not my 


gratitude—Let this and this— __. [ Kiſſing, 


Widow. Fie! You: area fad man—But vl baker, | 


you a draft ! Hl 
Harry. Do, my NOTE widow | Empreſs of 


the lat "les, do . 


Widow. I tell you, you are a very. bad man !— 
But, remember, this trifle is for your own uſe; 
FRney. No, my pearl unparalleled! My tfa- 


 ther's | g ?'. 86: My father's! My pocket 15 an infidi- 
&« g0Us gulf, into which I never more will guineas _ 
« caſt.” Save but my father, and I will kiſs the. 


ground on which thou treadeſt, and live and 


| breathe bur on thy bounty !. [S#f- indi 5 Wye * 
| TExit Widow, 


At leaſt ll time and fate ſhall means afford _ 
Somewhat to perform, worthy of man and me. 
Ts Enter Jenny, peeping. 

v, 00-0 RS 4 


Harry. 
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_ Harry. Ab, ha! My merry maid of May! 


Fenny, 1 ſuppoſe you are. waiting to. ſee miſs 
| Sophy, now you have got rid of the old lady? 
_ Harry, Got rid .of, the old lady ?—** Fon 
« brazen pin placeri Thou virgin of nine-and- ' 


" ”" INENty years occupation | !” No. © I have not 
* pot rid of the old lady !” —The old lady is to - 


| be my blooming, youthful bride !—And 1, happy 
youth, am written and deſtined in the records _— 
eternity her other. halt 1 Before the ſtars were | 


this marriage was decreed !|—” Heigho!. 


Jenny. Lord, fir, what rapturation | —But ſtay a 


little, and I'll tell miſs Sophy. her mamma wants 


her, here; ſo tern aolb [| = [Jem retires, "— 


a fign, and- 
Re-enter the Widow Warr. 
Widow, Aw t you a fad man : th '—Here': $ the 


draft. 


Harry. Thanks,” my Sultana 1 <<< Thou ſhalt 


« find me very grateful—Thou haſt bought and 
* paid for me, and I am thine !—By fair and honeſt. 
* trathc thine!”'—This haleyon night the prieſt, 


pronouncing Conjurations dire— 
Widow. Fie! 1 won't look at you ! ! 
Harry. Ay, to-night we'll marry; ſhall we not? 


WYidew. I'll not anſwer you a word! [ Enter 


Sophia ſkippingly, but flops fhort.] &© You are a 


** dangerous man !''—| Szting down and coguetting) 


How dare you talk to me of to-night ? 
Harry, to-night ſhall be a night of wonder 1 


And we'll love ike—{[ 4/ ide} like Darby and Joan! 
Widow. caring I ſhall hate you into- 
lerably | eas advancing on tip-toe. 
on's permiſſion | Hay, 


Harry. Hey for the par 
my ſublime widow! _ 


Widow. To ſteal thus ypon one at an unguarded 


Moment—! 


4 


Harry, 
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Ceres pay — [Going to kiſs ber hand in rapture, meets 
the eye of Sophia. 
Widow.” «© I'll never forgive you!—I hats you 
* now worle than ever.” 
 _  Sophin. | Coming between them with burſting trepi- 
Fs. taking the valentine from 'bex boſom an mw” 
fenting zt | There, fir! 
Widow: All CH 
 Sophiai- There,” fir !—Oh pray, f fir '$ take it, fir! 
Widow. Why,-minikin—! 
_ Sophia; 1 requeſt, fir !—1I defire, fir!” 
Harry. | Declining it] Tol de rol— 


mg % ſpitefully away] Why then there, fir—and 
there, fir—and there, there, "bers, there, med. 
> H#idow. Poorminikin! I declare, ſhe 1s jealous! 


Wri-1i-1 -Ite 10. My—to. my , mnt di- 
rectly— 
Widow, Fs. child! 
Sophia. And I'll go do-0-0-own—into Glo-i 0-0- 
ofterſhire— 
Widow. Go up to your chamber, child! 
| Sopbia. And+1']] tell my grandma-a what a falle, 
baſe, bad man you are; and ſhe ſhall ha-ate you, 


«6 you, and deſpiſe you ;” and PI ha-a-ate you, 
: | 1 and deſpiſe you payfelt 
My | FHidow. Poor thing !. 


dd. Mat LOSER ah A 
Ws 


| Sophia. And moreover PII hate and deſpiſe all 
WM mankind! And for your ſake | With great energy |. 
| fe I'll live and die a maid! 

| 


B DES Widow. Y es, child, that I'dare be ſworn you willt: 
1H Harry. Widow! 1'm a fad fellow ! 'Don't have 
| me—Pm a vile tellow ! Sophy!' You are right to. 
deſpiſe me ! I am going to marry your mother : 
LY Sophia, 


Harry. But here firſt' let me kneel, and: thus to 


Sophia..'[ Tearing the paper piecemeal, and throw- ' 


Sophia. | Her ſobs riſmg] And Vil—Pll—. 


and deſpiſe you ; ** and every body ſhall ha-ate-_ 


5 OI CE Me ok Ld, 


A COMEDY — 


Sophia. ru go down into Frome ON 
wo-on't live in ſuch a falſe-hearted city ! And you 
ought to be aſhamed of yourſelf, ma”, to make 
yourſelf | ſo ridiculous ! is 

Harry. No, no, {weet Sylph, at is. my. fault! 

All my fault ! 
= ” Fidow. \Enraged] Be gone, wid! : 
w Harry. | Interpoſing] Sweet widow! Gentle wi- 
= dow !—T've ſold mylelf, Sophy! Six thouſand. 
hy pounds 1s the earneſt money paid down, for the 
reptile Harry Dornton !— love you, Sophy! 

"Widow. How, Mr. Dornton ? _. 

Harry. 1 do, by Heaven |! Take back your 
money, widow | [ Ofering the araft Pm a fad 
fcoundrel ! 

Sophia. You are a baſe faithleſs man, you know 
you are! And you are a pitileſs woman, a merci- 
teſs woman, for all you are my own mother, to let. 
my poor brother Milford go to be ſtarved to death 
P.. . in a dark dungeon | £7 
Harry. Milfard in prifon ? 

Ly - Sophia. Yes, fir; arreſted by your cruel, old, | 

ugly father ! I'm ſure he 1s ugly! Though I never 

| faw him in my life, I'm ſure he is an ugly, hide- 

_ ous, ugly monſter} [ Exit. 
Harry, 1s this true, widow ? 

Wider. [ Stammering} Sir— 24 

Harry. | Azitated} Arreſted by my TOR | i 
Squandering her money on a, ruined reprobate, 
and won't releaſe her huſband's fon ? 

"Widow. Nay but, dear Mr. Dornton ! | 

Harry. Vil be with you again. preſently, widow 3 
preſently, preſently. [ Exit. 
Widow. | Speaking after him] « To-night, you 

or know, Mr. Dornton—?” ENG 
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- Sine: Mr. Goldfineh is coming up, ma'am. | 

Widow. 1 bave no time to waſte with Mr; 
Goldfinch. I'll preſently ſend him about'his buſi- 
neſs. Mr. Dornton talks 1 don't know how, 


7 wo 4 it muſt be to-night. 


_ Enter GoLdFInon. | E "3 


- Galdfch, Well, widow ? Ky 
Widow. Not ſo. free, fir! Talks up. the ſage DE 
Fi iſdainfully ] | 4% 
Jenny. | Aſide to Gold) Have you. got the 4 
licence ? : 8s _ 
 Goldfinch. No. ; 
Fenny. No! 
 Goldfnch. No—Been to > Tatterſall's, 
 Fenny. And not for the licence? 
Goldfinch. Tellee I've been to Tatterſall's! | Bs 66. 
Fenny. Ah! Ir's all over! _ ©4 
Goldfinch, Made ſure pf the FOO colts !— 
Muſt not loſe 'em ! _ | 
Zenny. | Aſide.) Stupid booby ! + 
Widow, \ Advancing] What is your preſent | bu- 
finels, fir ? 
__ Goldfinch, My buſineſs ? Ha, ha, ha!. That's 4 
_ good one! I'll tell you my buſineſs — [green 
mg With open arms) 
Widow. | Haughtily] Keep your diſtance, fir! 
_  Goldfnth; Iiftance, widow ? No; that's not the 
way. I ſhould be double = Maas if E did. 
—__ Widmw, Wereyou indeed a an of deportment , 6 


and breeding—!_ M0 A 
* Galdfinch, Breeding : ? — Look at 1 my w ſpurs! FS 2 "by 


af: 


 Fidow. Had you the manner, the ſpirit, the — 


But no— Youare no gc enleman— 
Galdfench... 
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Goldfnch. Whew ! | No gentleman ? © [Claps on 
Bis hat and takes a lounging impugent ſwagger] Dam- 
mee that's a good one !—Charles Goldtinch no 
gentleman ?—Aſk in the box-lobby ! Enquire at 


| the ſchool! [ /n a boxing attitude. | 


Widow. Sir, you are 4 tedious perſon : x your 


company 1s troubleſome ! = 
Goldfinch. Turf or turnpike, keep the beſt of 


_ cattle— Walk, trot or gallop—Run, amble orcanter 


— Laugh at every thing on the road—Give *em 


all the go-by—Beat the trotting butcher !—Gen- 


tleman > —That's your ſort! _ 
| Jemy. | Afide to Goldfinch.] Follow me. [ Exit. ; 
Widow. 1 beg, fir, I may not be intruded upon 
with you or your” horſe- Jney Jargon any more. 
_LExtt. 
Goldfnch, Here” SA kick UP. oa What” $ Morey 2 
« Muſt have her or ſmaſh !—Smirker (Pointing 
« after Jenny] will tell me what it means—Smart 
< thing for a light weight. Spirit, ſhape, . and | 


© form—Carry a fine neck in a running martingale 


« —Shews blood—Win all the give and takes— 
© Take her 1nto training—Match her the Abing- 


«© don mile againſt all Sc. your 
& fort!” (Ext. 


' SCENE changes to an Apartment at the Houſe of a 


Sheriff”s Officer. 


Enter Harry DogxToxN in the Jame burry and 
Meer. 


Harry. Diſpatch, man ! Diſpatch ! Tell Jack 


| Milford I can't wait a moment !—Hold—Write 
an acquittal inſtantly for the thouſand pounds. 
_ But fay not a word. to him of my intention ! 


Officer, A thouſand, fir ? It is almoſt five thou- 


fand ! 


X; | | Hary, 
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_ Harry. Im poſſible ! 


Officer. There are detainders already lodged to 


that amoiznt. 
_ Herry, Five dehat ? | 
Officer. Muſt I write the CSntal for he ſam 


total 2 


Harry. Mo Ye; - write it. bowever. Have it 


_ ready, | Early F0-1NOFFOW MOTRINS ir ſhall all be 


patd. | 
Officer. In the mean time there may be more 


derainders. * 
Harry, Damnation ! What fhall I EC RY 


fend him !—And do you hear, a bottle of Cham-_ 


paign and two rummers |—Rummers ! ? Mind !— 


Not a word to lum ſ—| Exit Officer] Five thouſand 3 


—And more geralnders - | } 


Enter WAITER with buttle and glaſſes, and Mac: 
FORD following, 


Milford. Mr. Dornton ! 


_ _ Harry. How now, Jack? What's your. wan- | 
_ der? I can't ſtay a moment with you, but [ could 


not paſs without giving you a call, Your hand, 
my boy ! Cheer up! evra 

. Milford. Excule me, fir! 

_ fHlarry, Why, Jack !—<* Plbaw ! ; ' Caſt away this 
© oloom and be— Honeſt Jack Milford ! You are 


« now in tribulation ; what of that? Why, man, 


« the bleffed ſun himſelf is ſometines under a 
& cloud | Wait but all to morrow”— Where 1s 


this wine ?—f Fills the rummers | Come, drink, and. 
waſh away grief! *Sblood, never look froſty and 


aſkaunce, man, but drink, drink, drink ! 
Miiferd, { doruptly} Sur ? L am not diſpoſed to 


 _dnak 
Harry 6 Why what a tabernacle phraſe, is 
that 1” 


A COMEDY. 


j- that ! Here's confuſion tb all ſorrow and think- 


you—t 1 muſt fly—Yet I can do no good to- 
«© night—” Hurrah, Jack * Keep up your ſpirits! 
| Be determined, like me !I am the vileſt of ani- 
mals that crawl the earth—Yer I won't flag !—T'l 
_ die a bold-faced villain !—lI have fold myſelf— 
— Am difinherited— Have loſt—Ah, Sophia !—Hur- 
'rah, Jack !=—Keep it up !—Round let the great 
globe whirl ; and whirl it will, though I ſhquld 
happen to lide from its ſurface into infinite no- 
cath. IHE. my noble ſoul! 
Milford. Your mirth is impertinent, ſic! 


But ruin is around us, and It 1s Wa nme to be 
meny ! | 

Milford. Sir? I muſt inform you han: OLE 
I have been betrayed by you and Rebar by 
your father, I will not be jnſulted ! 

Herry. Betray vr me? 

Milford. Ay, "ir | { have had full information of 
your mean arts! Jt was neceftary I ſhould be out 


might meet no interruption |! 
| Harry. Pſhaw !—Good day, Jack, ood day ! 
Milford. And pray, fir, inform your facher [ 
feſpil his meannels, and {purn at his malice! 
| ry. [ Suddenly returning and darting on him, but 


againſt my father Poe” am half mad Fg” cate 
your friend— | 


Milford. I deſpiſe yaur friendſhip ! 


utter not a word againſt my father! 
Mifferd. Deliberately, pitifully malignant !— 
Noe farisfied with the little vengeance he himſelt 


ing !-—1I could a tale unfold—! But I won't afftit 


Harry. So it is, Jack—Damned impertinent ! 


of the way, that your defigns on Mrs. Warren 


4 8 ſhore] Jack Milford !—Urtter no blaſphemy 


Harry. That as you pteaſe—Think all that is 
_ vile of me—l defy you to exceed the truch—Bur 


L2_ - | could 


« Ds 4 4 
Ia ACT Ig 
Fo OR ET SAS — its 
KS ne Eun % 


«A LT ew 225-9 


wm _—_ <<, " od v2 " 4 HE —_—_ a——_— A —_— y = 5 A 
x _— IG —_— Pa rr eg ; * So " m_ >. __ KY wo xe - - By 
- A my ww a _ 
£4. <dilos $0 A ei SIS et ES FC ee Ser ett er IS A <I - ” PRI _ _ 
_ —_ A pode 
p o yo a g AT - 


| p - ET 
-7 <a $7 
———_"I Ss 4" > e999 $4 
= ————r——_—_ Co WE Aba... 


-* C2405 7 "Ip 

; 
__ q 3 
a—_—_ = - 
S, ».* « 
. 
" , . - aft 0 b +5 RF , at ls . 

Tr "7 py : $ : 0 Re or Ie. G 

> X ; : 

. 


_— 


OY EINE 


arts oa ia th - art" - : - At 
_- - ” F 


76 THE ROAD To RUIN: 


_ could take, he- has ſent round. to all my cre 
ditors ! 


Harry. "Tis falſe! 
Milford, Falle ? 


_ Harry. A vile, eternal falſchood ! 


Enter OrFictk with papers and Writs, 


Officer, Gentlemen !—Did you call ? 
Harry. {i Serrapting vim] Leave the room, fir! 


Officer. But—! _ E EEO 


Harry, We are buſy, fir! 
Officer. 1 thought— ! 
Harry, 1 tell you we are buſy, and muſt not be 


interrupted ! [Exit Officer] [Pa of conſideration} 


Mr. Milford, you {hall hear from me immediately. 
| [Exit Harry. 


5 Milferd. [After ruminating] What were thoſe 


papers ? Surely I have not been raſh ?—Nobody 
but his father could have brought my creditors 
thus on me all at once ?—He ſeemed half drunk 
or half frantic !—Said he was ruined, difinherted— 


Talked ſomething of to-morrow — What could the 


Purport of his coming be ? [ Enter Officer] Well, 
i & (9 

Officer. Here is a note, fir, 

Milford. From whom? 

Officer. The young gentleman. _ 
Milford. [Reads afide} * 1 underſtand you are at 
© liberty'— How ! Ar liberty ? [ The Officer bows} 


{Reads} «I ſhall walk up to Hyde Park : you will 
«© find me at the Ring at hx—Exactly at fix'— 


At liberty ? 


Officer. Your debts are all diſcharged. — 

Milford. Impoſſible !—W hich way ?—By whom? 2 
Officer. Why, fir—That 15— 

Milford, No heſitation, but RD me by 


whom 2 
_ Officer. 
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ROI COMEDY. i 
' Officer, Sir—1 thought 1 perceived ſon: anger 


Wbiveen you and the young gentleman ? . 
Milford. Aſk no queſtions, fir ; make no delays ! 


Tellme who has paid my debts >—Tell me thetruth _ 
— Conſequences you do not ſuf FRY depend Upon 


your anſwer! 


Officer. 1 perceive, fir, there has been ſome 
warmth between you: and though the young gen- 
tleman made me promiſe filence and [ecrecy—— 

Milford. | Aftoniſhment] What then. it was Mr. 


Dornton ? —[ Oficer bows] Madman ! What have 


Lane! -- | Exeant, 


SCENE changes to the Houle of Dor NTON. 
Enter HarrY Donnrox, followed by Mr. SMITH. 


Harry.. And the danger not yet paſt : ? 

Mr. Smith. Far from it! Mr. Sulky has twice 
"oyeht us ſupplies, and 1s gone a third time. 

| . Brave ſpirit ! He would coin his heart ! 

ca father ſupports it nobly ? 

Mr. Smith. He is anxious only for you, 

Harry, Well, well ! Ha, ha, ha! Tol lol—=I'Il 
bring him relief—Comfort him, affure him of it ! 
—Ay, hear me heaven and— ! To-night it is too 


late, but to-morrow all ſhall be well ;—Excellent 
well, 


Mr. Smith, [ Significantly] You will my: the 


widow ? 


Harry. Have you heard ?—Ay, boy, ay _ 
We'll marry ! © I will go and prepare her—We'll 
__ !”—Early in the morning that all may be 
=. 

Mr. Smith. ** Will that be right ? 

Harry. © I have told her the truth. She knows 
«* all: knows what a vile infernal—1 tell you ſhe 


cc Knows me —My. tacher again ſhall look upon 
cc the 
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« the olare of day |—Firſt to the protor, next 
«* to the lawyer, and then—! Ha, ha, ha! Ay 
« then to my fair bride! Heareſt thou, my noble 
_ « foul? I ſay my bride! My fair, my blooming, 
<« thrice-bedded bride ! No novice ſhe, old true 
« blue ! Tol de rol—lIt will be a merry wedding |! 
«© Conſole my father ! Cheer him ! Enlighten 
« his ſoul with hope! I'll keep my word ! What, 
- « does he not know me? Am I not his own ſon ?”* 
— Why, ay—| Looking at his watch] The aays S, 
the lawyer's, the widow's, and [Starts] at fix ?— 
{ Aide] The Ring ?—The Rang art fix } Fiend ! 
— Who can fay what may happen ?—What, leave 
my father to periſh ?—T1 not go! Though all 
bell ſhould brand me for a coward, I'll not go! 
 — Mr. Smith, take care of my father \—Mark me, 
1 recommend my father to you! _ [ Exit. 


Enter Mr. DornToON. 


Duran: Where | 18 Harry 2? —Did not I hear his 
voice ? 
Mr. Smith. "He is this moment gone, fir. 
Dornton. Gone where ? 
Mr. Smith. Do you not ſuf, pect where, fir ? ; 
Dernton. | Alarmed)] Suſpet !—What ?—Speak! 
Mr. Smith. To the widow Warren's. 
Dornton. For what purpoſe ? AVER 
Mr. Smith. 10 MATE © on. LS 
Dornion. Marry !—The widow Warren! _ 
Mr. Sith. And fave the houſe by her fortune. 
| Dornton, Generous Harry ! Noble affectionate 
boy ! I'd periſh firſt ! 
Mr. Smith, He ſeems very reſolute—He has al- 
ready had tix thoufand pounds of her. 
Dornton. Marry her ? I ſhall go mad !—Where 
is ts Sully? 4 
Mr. Smith. 


A COMEDY. © 


Mr, Smith. He is juſt returned. T hear him in 
the compting-houle. 
Dornien. Tell him I wiſh to ſ Deak with him. 


[ Exit Mr. Sith] Harry Hd and the widow 
Warren ?—lI hail die in Bedlam |! [Enter Mr. 


7y _ Are we fafe,. Mr. Sulky ? 
Sulky. For to-day, perhaps. 

Dornten. What bank have we to begin to- 
morrow ? 

Sulky. I can't tell —1 fone not thirty thouſand. 

Dornten, Mr. Sulky, you—you —have this day 
 ſhewn yourſelf an active partner, anda fincere 
mend. © 

Sulky. Humph. 


Dornton. T have long eſteemed. you; I eſteem | 


you more and more. 
Sulky. Humph. 
Dornton. My fon Harry —\ Hef tating] You are 
a very good man, Mr. Sulky ; a compathonate 


man, though you don't look {0. 
Sulxy. Humph. 


% 


 Dornton. *Tis pity to ſee ſo noble A youth—I 


am-fure you would not wiſh him any harm, My. 
Sulky ? I am fure you would not! 

— Sulky. Whom ? 

| Derntoy, Harry Dornton. Would you ?—Would 
you ?—Would you, Mr. Sulky ? 

Sulky. A kind queſtion. 

 Dornton. Nay, 1 did not mean to be kid. 
Mr. Sulky ; you know 1 did not—Shall we not 
venture one ſtep more to ſave him ? le. 

Sulky. Save ? Impoſlible ! Ruin only. Can re- 


form him; roral ruin. 
Dornton. You miſtake, Mr. Sulky. His own. 


misfortunes little affeted him, but mine—! He 1s 
{truck to the heart !—1 know him ! | 
Suiky, So do I. 


Dern/on, 
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- Dornton. Struck to the heart !—I'm ſate on't ! 


He'll be a good man !—A great man ' t - 


S$ulky, Humph. | 
Dornton. You know the widow Warrew, Mr. 


| Suky ? bk 


Sully. Don't you ? 
Dernton. 1 never ſaw her in my life—=t heat 


the is full forty, ber manners abſurd, her charaQer 


cruel, and her morals- 
| Sulty. Bad enough. 
 Dorntin, Six thouſand pounds at this moment 
is a great fum! I own it! But do you think I 
vught not to venture ? Es 
Sulky, Venture what ? 
Dornton. To—To take it from our bank Pp. 
Sulty, For what ? 
| Dornton, For—F or the—the relief of Harry 


'7 eng > 


_ Sulky. What you pleaſe Take all! What Is 


tt to me ? 


Dornton. Nay, but, Mr. Sulky, you ſurely don't. 
ſee the t' ng in the right light? | 

| Suiky, 1 can ſtarve, like the reſt | 

Dornton. [Snappiſh haſte} Very well, Mr. Sulky 
Very well! I perceive you can be intereſted, and 
—and— ! 

Sulky. And what > 

Dornton. Very well, Mr. Sulky! Very well ! 

Sulky. 1 can ſtare bankruptcy 1n the face as 
ſtedfaſtly as you can. 

Dornton. Ay, ay! No doubt ! The world is - 
all alike! 1am an old fool, and ſo ſhall live and 
die | 

Sulky. Why do you aſk my advice ? Take the 
money ! Empty the coffers! Pour it all into 
his hat ! Give him guineas to play at chuck 


farthing, and ® © bills to curl his hair!” * 


Doratcn, 


_ | Enter Servant } PO OLED 
Servant. It's at the door, fir. Eos [ Exit. 


A COMED Y; TE $1 


- Dornton. Very well, Mr. Sulky ! = Friendſhip, 
—_pa_ a {ſenſe of Juſtice ? On! It's all a+ 
farce! EO 


Sulky. Humph. 9 
Dornton. | Rings] Very well, fir! Very well ! 
Is the carriage ready? 


 Dornton, | Gowng, turns back) So, Mr. Sulky, 
you could ſee him married to this widow, to 


whom you have ſo often as well as now given the ' 
worſt of characters, rather than igcur a Iittle more 
xk for your inend ef 


Sulky, Marry ?. 

Dornton. Yes, marry ! 

Sulky. Whom ? 

Dornton. The widow Warreh, [ tell you * ! 


'  Sulky. And Harry Dornton » 


Dornzon, Yes, and Harry Doron! ' 
Sulzty, When ? Where? 


Dornton, Immediately ! With extant af. 


fe&ion, to ſave me who ani old and worthleſs; he 
would devote 'his youth, his great qualities, and 
Tis noble heart, to all the rorments which ſuch 


a marriage and iuch a woman can inflict ! Pf 
Sulky, "Take the money 1 _ 
 Dernton, Are you ſerious, Mr. Sulky ? 
_ Sully, Take the money! Away ! Begone ! 1 


ould indeed ftarye, inchmea], rather than he 
ſhould marry her ! 
Dornton. Mr. Sulky, you are a worthy man, a 


true friend |! 
Sulky. Curſe compliments ! Make haſte ! 
| Exeunts 


EXD OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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A Cc * V.. 


Y. 


$ c E N E, the Widow WarREN” $. 
SoPHla and Jexny meeting. 


Jexvy. 


'O, miſs! Here's your mamma juſt coming 
awe. 

"Sophia. | Much agitated] Is the drefled ? 

Jenny. Oh yes !—lI have decorationed her out 

| like any king's coach-hotrſke ! | 

Sophia. It's very well, 

Jenmy. With her ribbands a ls tuck 
about and dangle- ating down her back and all 
here— 

Sophia. It's very well. hu | 
fenny. Tight laced—** Thomas called up to 
cc help.” SOR 

Sophia. It s all very well —But it will be no 
wedding— 

Jenny. | Aſide] I hope not. 

Sophia. He told her to her face that he loved 
me, and oftered to give her the money back— 
He'll never have her—And if he docs I don't 
care—I know I ſhall die broken-hearted, but 1 
don't care—I'll tell all tro my dear grandma', for 
PII not ſtay in this wicked citxy—No! He ſhan'e 
ſee me pine away —l know my ghoſt will haunt 
him; bur 1 can't help it. 1 never wiſhed him 
ally. harm, and had he but been truc-hearted and 
have waited for me, I would —But it's no matter—- 
He ſhan't ſee a tear that I ſhed, nor hear t the leaſt 
ligh that I heave. 


Wn, Ent er 


SF COMEDY.  : 
Enter the Widow WARREN. i 


" Fanny. { Looking, admiring, and walking round 
ber} Well, ma'am— ! ] declare you're a picur ! 
Widow. 'Do you think I look rolerably, Jenny ? 

[ Walking and ſurveying herſelf | —Shall I do exe- 
cution ? What 1s the matter, child ? 

_ Sophia. Mark my words, he'll never have you! 

Widow. Poor thing ! 

Tapons: He never will! _ 

| Knocking beard at the as 
| Widow. Run, Jenny, ſee who it 1s ! { Exit Jenny | 
Go up to your chamber, child, _ 

Sophia. No! I will ſtay here. 

Widow. Begone to your chamber, I fay, miſs ! 

Sophia. Bear me it you pleaſe, kill me, but L 
wil not ! 


Re- enter Jenxy. 
Joy. Here's an elder ly gentleman, ma "am, 
aſks to ſpeak to you. 
Widow, Will you begone, mils ? 
Sophia. Since 1t 1s not he I don't want to ſtay. 
I only want to look him in the face once more. 
[ Exit. 
Hidier. How is he drefled.? 
Jenny, In grey, ma'am, X 
V/idow. In grey EK  [Confaderirg. 
Fenny. Yes, ma'am. wy 
 YFiaow, In dark grey ? [Hoping. 
 Fenny. Yes, ma'am. 
Widow, LEarmfy] Does he look like 4 parſon, | 
Jenny 2 
"ng Why, ma'am, het” iS 4 ſoberly, ſmug, 
jobation-looking man enough. 
4 L/idow. Let him be ſhewn In—1 cara ſay it 
I 


the Divine ! 4 | 
M 2 Footman. 
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% THE ROAD TO RUIN: 
Footman introduces Mr, DoRNToON. 
 Dornton. Your humble ſervant, madam. 
= Widow. Sir, your very molt humble ſervant. 
; ih Xx | [With great reſpe#®. 
—_ Dorncen: I preſume you are unacquainted with 
_m_L 
+ l Lo Widow. | Simpering ] I believe I can penetrate, 
| 1 ; Dornton. Can you, madam ? s 
= Widow. | With her fan before her face] You=You 
w_— | come on the—part of—young Mr. Dornton * ? 
KY  Dornten. | Surpriſed) 1 do! 
Wh | Widow. | Aſide] It is the parſon !—Would you 
| | We be ſo indulgent as to be ſeated, fir ? 
—_  -  Dornton, Excuſe me, madam. 


Widow. Would you be pleaſed to take any re- 
freſhment, fir ? 
= * Dernon. Madam !—None, I thank you. 
wy Widow. A morlſel of ſeed-cake, a French bi{- 
wy cuit, a bit of orance-loaf, a olaſs of Conſtantia, 
or a jelly ?—lI know theſe little cordial cornforts are 
Wil | | agreeable conſolations to gentlemen of your cloth. 
| | HRS Donn. [ Surveying himſelf | Cloth ! 
Wh Widow. No offence, 1 hope? 1 participate i 1A 
them myſelf. | 

Doratom, Hem ! No doubt! 

Widow. You are acquainted with Mr. Dornton ? 

Dornton. Why—Yes—l am I believe one of his 


Mt gr. ERR eres re Can 


oldeſt acquaintance. 
Widow. Then I dare {ay you have a great re- 
f gard for bym 2. 
| * Dornton. Hem Yes1-—had a—ſort of a 
friendſhip for him even before he was born. 
"= Widcw. Sir |—Oh.!—You are intimate with the 
bs 1 | family : : FTE | 
wa \ ' Dornion, Yes—yes, madam ! h 
S'} | HB W/idezw, And know his father ? | 
| | FR TIEN dy Derkidn, 


| 


88 © 
” & \ 
ho IF OT gn uy 


Lk ns . . —_ LY " 
CO ET.ES AE rs X RS WeSC PE! at 4 k "1 " Y; 186d th ” AIFV Cu 
4 5 OO enpy ens nes - CO 2 fe te TS IO an as Ir gy, a Err romon error 


__ 5 tid " Eh Tae: mY ” g STI bl.) - TY 
4 WE : \ p - - 8 p . D 
St " S. ; ea . FRLIE If - : £ l 4 - , - 5 
. 4a a 7 i 4 % * I % £ 
* "OED re en MW T4.s 4 3 \ 3 p - 
z , - :: » Rt I | p a ) 
* 3 8 » o 9% YIC "2 
a L oy P L $4 - - q '' As . . 
4.6 % p : { D 
— P * F I X 
I ” 
| x 4 . ; : # h 
4 W3-, | \- 
« 
> - Fl ” ” 
» 5 a” F 
n ; 
t *%s 
my oy 7 - 
q . 
k . 
£ MN 
*, 
» 
F 
* 
. 


X53 Ms 
+ " 


A COMEDY. 3; 
Dornton. Um — {Shrugs} Why — Though I 


have kept him company from the day of his birth 


to this very hour, they rell me I don't know him 
et © 
Widow, Ay indeed ! Is he ſo 04d? 
Dornton. Sometimes—To my great regret, I 
have ſometimes found him a very abſurd old 
oentleman |! 
 Widaw, 1 am ſorry for it {=<Becanſy as I am 


ſoon to become—hymeneally—his intimate—re- 


lation—I—I—! [ Maidenly affefFation, 
 Dornton. You would wiſh for a ienſible indul- 
gent—Papa— Te | Smales. 
* Widno. It's natural, fir. [ Simpering. 


Dornuton.' Ha! I dare not. uy too much in his. 
favour... 


Widow. Nay though I hive al valt—ham—hba 


—regard for young Mr. Dornton—lI own I have 


no great predilection of opinion for the father ! 
[i YedGng very fin! cantly. 
Dornton. [ Suddenly] Nor he tor you, madam ! 


F/1dow. Do you think fo ? 
 Dornicn, IT am ſure fo! 


Widow. 1. warrant, fir, he is, as you ſay, a very 


preciſe acrimonious per ſon !—A tetchy repugnant 
kind of old gentleman ! 
Dornton. | ſaid no ſuch thing, madam ! 


Widow. Ah! A little caution, fir, to be- ſure, : 


| becomes gentlemen of your cloth. | 
Dornton, Cloth agama ! — I don't know what you 
mean by my. cloth; but Mr. Dornton, madam, 


is little older than yourſelf : nor does he think 


himſelf half ſo repugnant. 
Widow, Sir ! 


Dornton. | Recolleffing binjel ] Madam ell 


beg your pardon Lonkr [ Bowing. 


Wide W. 
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8% THE ROAD TO RUIN: 


Widow. | Knocking heard] Oh ! Here [ dare 
comes the DIRETON) [ 
{Enroptured: croſſes 19 the door. 
Dornton. | Afide) My curſt vivacity ! ! I can never 
| tell her after this who I am. | Walks up the ſage. 


Enter HARRY DognTon, in haſte. 


 Widrw. Oh you rover ! | 
Harry. Well, my kind widow ! [Mr. Dornton 
urns quick round at bearing bis Son's voice, and gra- 
_ dually approaches] My loving compaſſionate wi- 
dow! I am come poſt haſte to > call HIyTORr Once 
more on your bounty /! 


Widow. Hu-th ! 
Harry. To intreat inſtant commiſeration, and 
aid ! | 2 
Widew. Hem ! Hem ! [ Loud. 
Harry. 1 have not a minute to ſpare! _ | 
Widow. [Whiſper] He's here! He's come! A 
watpiſh, terchy—! tem !— | Aloud} Your friend 
has been here ſome time, Mr. Dornton ! 
Harry. My friend ! What friend ? 
Fidow. Your friend the clergyman. 
{ Pointing to Mr. Dornton._ 


Harry. Clergyaitia !—You— [T OW; ſees hts 
Father at his elbow} — My father : 


Widow, His father ! _ [Panſe, 
Dornton. Well, Harry, why do you look ſo 
blank? I am olad you are here — Your coming, 
and the murual” lincerity with which this lady and 
I have juſt ſpoken our ſentiments, will fave all 


circumlocution—At preſent we underſtand each 
other. 


Widow. Sir—TI — | 

Dernton., Oh, madam, never retrat—Let us 
continue the like plain honeſt dealing — 

Widow. But—Sir—Mr, Dorntan's ifeftion— 


Dornton. 


Dornton. Ha, ha, ha!—Afﬀettion, madam !— 


 [ Puying her delnſi Jon. 
 Honyy. Sir— . 


_ Dornton. Harry !—I know your motives | Will 


never forget them ! But the cauſe ot them has 
ceaſed, 


Herry. Sir > Bewire 1 No falſe compaſſion ! [ 


Remember not the vile reprobate that was your 
{on ! I ſpurn at exiſtence that 15 coupled with your 
muſery ! 

Dornton. Harry ! Our danger is over. 

Harry. Are you—? Are you ſerious ? 


Dornton, Mr. Sulky is a worthy man! His rich 


uncle 1s dead, and has left him fole heir. Our books 
too have been examincd, and exceed our beit 
' hopes. 

Harry, Tol de rol! 

 Dornton. Here 15 your money, madam. 

Harry. My father {faved— ? Tol de rol—! 
Widow. Nay but —Mr. Dornton [—Sir!— 


[ Ready 70 aJ l 


Doron. 1 muſt beg you will take 1t— 

Harry. Rejoice, widow | Rejoice ! Sing, ſhout ! 
Tol de rol | | 

Widew. 1 do not want the monev, fir! Filthy 
money— ([W/himpering reſtrained | And as to. whar 
1ſzid, though you have arreſted Mr. Milford — 

Harry. Ha! [ Starts, conſiders, and looks at his watch. 

Widow. I am tory —1 beg your pardon— And 
if Mr. Dornton 

Dornton. Why don't you ſpeak, Harry? Where 


are you goinz? {Harry Dernton croſſes haſtily to 


the avor | Come back, Harry | —Stay, I fay ! 
Harry. | cannot tay —l mult fly ! — My ho- 


nour 1s at fake! [ Exit. 


Dornten. [ Alarmed] His honour !—His honour 


at ſtake !— Here, here, madam !—{ Oferiig ber 
Bank bills. : 
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88 THE ROAD TO RUIN: 


Widow. Nay, fir= 1% 4 EIN 
 Dornton. 'Sdeath; madam, take your moneys 


[ Exit. 
Widow. Cruel—nlage l—F aithileſi—tona 


Blind — — Stupid! Pl forfake and forſwear We | 


whole ſex ! 


tnter Jaxxy with oh 01 tip-toe, as if fhe had been 


_ on the waich; 


* Dy Ma'am | 
Widow. | Sobbing ] Savage mcet 
Jenny. Ma'am ! Ma "am! Mr, Goldfineh, 


ma'am 


IVidow. Hay ! Mr. Goldfinch Saas that what 
[ Brightens up] Where ? 
Jenny. Below, ma'am. 1 perſuaded him to come | 


up, but he 1s quite ſarly. 


Widow. Oh | He is coming ? Well E 1 think | 


I will ſee him—Yes—I think 1 will. 


Jenny. 1 always told You, ma'am, Mr, Goldfinch 


for me: 


IVidow. Did you ? ? 

| Fenny. But he fays he will have your written 
promiſe this very night, or never ſpeak to you 
more —1I hear him. | Adjuſting the widow's dreſs} 


Law, ma'am, you had better give a few touches —- 


Hereabout ! Your eyes will bave double the {pirit 
and fire, El _ 
Widow. Will they ? = (Exit. 

Enter GOLDFINCH, 


Goldfinch. Where's the dowager? _ 
Fenny, Hulh! Mind what I ſaid to you—Ir is 
too late now for a licence, ſo. be. furc get the 


promiſe — Don't flinch ! 
Golajinc> ig flinch? Game t to o the back- bone 


Jenny. Hu 


Roe FI the Widow Witzas: 


64.4 


Goldfinch, Here I am once more, widow. £5 ; 
. Widow, , 
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gz TUNED Y.-: 89 
Widow. Ah, rambler !_ 
Goldfinch. Are you cured of the tantarums ? 
HFidow. Nay, Wir. Goldfinch—! _ 
Goldfinch, Muſt I keep my diſtance ? 
 Yiaow. Unkind ! | 
q _ Goldfinch, Amla gentleman now | ? 
| Widow, Killing ! 

Goldfinch. Look you, widow, I know your tricks 
—Skittiſh ! Won't anſwer the whip! Run our 
of the courſe! -Take the reſt ' —S0 give me your 
promiſe. 

Widow. My promiſe—! 

Goldfinch. Sioned and tealed. 

Widow. Naughty man—You fſhan't—1 won't 
let you tyrannize over a palpitating heart ! 

© Goldfmeh. Palpi— [To Jenny] What does ſhe 
fa E 
"Widow, You ſhan't ſteal on hymencal tranſ- 
ports! 

Goldfinch. What's that ? 

Widow. Connubaal ecſtafies ! 
Goldfinch. Nu—What? _ 
Widow. Go, intruder! | 
Goldfinch. Oh ! What you won't ? 

_ Widow. I'll never forgive you. 

_ Goldfinch. I'm off. 

Widow, Cruel man ! 

Goldfinch. I'm off. _ 

WWidow. Mr. Goldfinch ! [Calling] 

 Goldfinch, I'm off— 

Widow. You ſhall have the promiſe ! ! 

Goldfinch. Oh, ho! Why then I pull up— _ 

Widow, Barbarous youth ! Could you leave me? . 

_ —But I muſt ſend to Mr. Silky. | 
f "Goldfinch. No, no! Let me have the ——_— 
diretly ! I'll go myſelf to Silky, 
Widow, Will you, Mr. Goldfinch ? 
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99 THE ROAD TO RUIN: 


Goldfinch. Will I not ?—Take a hack, mount 
the box —Hayait !—Scud away for the old ſcoun- 


_drel! I'm a deep one! Know the courſe every 


inch ! I'm the lad for a widow ! That's your fort ! 


Widow. Saucy man ! Þ'll be very, angry with 
you. 


Goldfinch. Soon be back ! 

Widow. Adieu! Fly {wittly, ye minutes ! 

Goldfinch. Bur 1 mutt have the promiſe firſt! 

Hidow, I wyll go and write tt— Come, difſem- 
bler,” come! [Exit languiſhing. 

Goldfnch. She's an old courſer ! But I knew 'Y 
ſhould rake her at the double ! 


Enter M1:iFo&D. 


Milford. So, Charles, where's the WIGOW : ? 

Goldfinch. The widow's mine ! 

Milford. Yours ? 

Goldfinch. I'm the lad ! All's nctudedGdag 
poſt tor old Silky. [ Offers to go at every J Jpecch, but 
zs eagerly flopped by Milford. | 

Milford. Silky did you fay? - 

Goldfnch. Am to pay the miſeply raſcal fifty 
thouſand pounds down | But mum! That's a- 
ſecret ! 

Milford. You are raving ! 

Goldfinch. Tellee he has her on the hip ! She 


can't marry without his conſent ! 


Milford. Burt why * ENG 

Goldfinch, Don't know. The cloſe old rogue 
won't tell. Has got ſome deed, he fays—Some 
Writing. _ £12 

Milford, Indeed ! 


Goldfinch. Yes—But it's alt huſh ! I ſhall be a 
higher tellow than ever, Jack ! Go to the ſecond 


ſpring meeting—Take you with me—Come down. 


a icw to the' Sweaters and Trainers —The knowing 
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ones—The Lads—Get into the ſecret—Lay it on_ 
_ thick—Seven hundred to five Favourite againſt 
_ the field !—Done !—PI1 do it again 1—Done (A 


Five times over ditto repeated !— - Done, done !— 
Off they go !-—Winner lays by—Prerends to want 


foot—Odds rife high ! Take *em—Winner whiſ- 
pered lame—Lags after—Odds higher and higher !. 


| —Take em—Creeps up—Breathes ' 'em over the 
flat—Works 'em up lill—Paſles the diſtance poſt 


—Still only ſecond—Betting chair in an uproar ! 
— Neck to neck !—Lets him out—Shews him the 
whip !—Shoots by like an arrow—Oh dammee a - 
hollow thing! — That's your fort! _ | Exit. 

Miferd. Fifty thouſand to Silky for his conſent 


becauſe of ſome deed, fome writing ?—lf ir ſhould | 
be the—? It mult \—By heaven it muſt | 


| Exit haſt iy. 


O CE N E chars to the Ring in Hyde Park. 
Harry DorNToON, looking at his watch. 
Harry. How long muſt T wait ?—I ſee nothing 


of Milford—T'll cut off that bailift's cars it he have 


petray ed me. | Walks about. | 
Enter Mr. DoRNTON, out of breath, 


' Dornton. So, Harry ! 
Harry. My father again ! 
Dornton. | Panting | VWhatdo you ao here, Harry? ? 
Harry. Sir—I—l want air. 
Dornton. So do 1—A pretty dance you have led 
me—W hat brought you hither ?—| Sudden recol- 
leftion] Where's the money you had of the widow ? 


[Pauſe ſeeming to dread an enfwer | Where 1s the. 


money, Harry ? 

Harry. [ Reluctantly] Gone, far, 

 Dornton. Gone! | 

| Harry, Moſt of it. ; apes 
N 2  Dornton. 
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Dornten, And your creditors not paid ?, | Another 
parſe] And your creditors not paid? 7 es 

Fs 2arry, No, lir, - | 

Dornto:,. | Raiſes bis hands] « fulpeted—I fore- | 
- boded this !—{[ Harry Dornton walks up the tage} 
He has been at fome gaming-houſe, 16it all, quar- 
relied, and come here to put a miſeravle end to 
A miſcrable exiſtence | Oh, who would be a {a- 


ther ! [ Extreme anguifa, | 


Enter Waiter. 


_ VWaiteg. 1 am fent on an A nile kind "af 
errand here. 1 think this is what they call the 
Ring. [ Looks rod] Hey ! Who is this ? [Surveying 
Mr. ahead þ es an your name Dorn- 
ton ? 

Dornton, It 1s. 

Waiter. Then I am itn Mes, Milford, ir, 
has ſent me with this note, | 

Harry. | Advancing) It 1s for me, fir! 

Dornton, How do you know, Harry ? 

Harry. Sir, I am certain \—I muſt beg— |! 

Dornton, This is no time for ceremony |! ! [Reads] 
© Dear Harry, forgive the provocation I have given 

* you; forget the wrong 1 have done your father— 
Me !—*TI will ſubmit to any diſgrace rather than 
* lit: my hand againſt your life—-T would have 
5 come and apologiſed-even on my knees, but am 

f poem], Milford.” Sewn a moment crum- 
pling p the letter] — Why, Harry !-—What?*—What 
is this ?—Tell me—Tell me—Is it in paying Mil- - 
tord's debts you have expended the money ? 

Harry. It is, fir. 

Dornton. | After raiſing his claſped hands in Sp 
as if to return thanks, ſuddenly ſuppreſſes his feelings] 
But how had he wronged me > fW by did you 
come here to fight him - 


4 Bos Harry, 
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Harry Sir—He—he ſooke difr eſpeAfully of you 
Pauſe.) 

 Deoraton. [With his eyes fixed en his ſon, till unable 

any longer to contain himſelf he covers "them with one 


band and firetches out the other | Harry |! 


Horry. | Taking bis father's bond, but muriiug ble 
back likew iſe to conceal bis agitation} My father ! 


[ Pauſe] 


Derton. Harry ! Harry! [| Strugoling affection } 


Pau; Al 


_ Harry, Dear fir, let us tly to confole poor Mil» 
ford |! 


Dornton. What you will, Harry ! Do with me_ 
what you will—Oh who > would not be a father ! 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Houſe of the I idow WARREN. 


Enter MILFORD 931d Mr. SULKY. 
Milford. The fool Goldfinch himſelf informed 


me, fir, that Silky 1s to receive fiſty thouſand 


ounds for his conſent ! 


Sulky, Fifty thouſand |! Zounds ! Why then the | 
_ old ſcoundrel muſt have got poſſeſſion of the will. 
Milford, Which 1s indubitably meant to be ons 


ſtroyed. Goldfinch is juſt returned with Silk 
They are now with the widow, all in high <5 
and are coming up here immediately, no doubt 


to ſettle the buſineſs in private. 


Sulky. What can be done ?. 


 Milferd. We mult hide ourſelves ſomewhere, 
and ſpring upon them. _ 


Sulky., I hate hiding ! It's deceit, and deceit is 


the reſource of a afoad: 
Milford. But there 1s no avoiding i it! We can» 
not get legal aſliſtance 1n time! Here are two clo» 
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in the other. We ſhall hear what they are about, 
and can burlt upon them at the proper moment. 
| Sulky, Well, if it muſt be {0—But it's 4 vile, 
paltry refuge ! | 
Milford.” | hear them coming! Make haſte! 
[Exeunt Sulky and Mulford into the cloſe bo, 


Enter S11.KY, Wipow, and GOLDFINCH. 


Silky Ha, ha, ha ! I told you, madam, I ſhould 
hear from you when you wanted me ! 1 Knew it 
mult come to that! But you are a lucky man, 
Mr. Goldfinch, and I'm a lucky man ; ay and you 
are a lucky woman too, madam ! We are all in 
luck ! 

Goldfinch. Ay dammee, old one, you have been 
concerned in many a good thing in your time !_ 

Silzy. Ah, ha, ha, ha, ha! To be fure I have! 


1 muſt provide for my family, Mr. Goldfinch !_ 


Widow. It 1s indeed a fortunate event! Do 
you not participate my raptures, Mr. Goldfinch ? 
Goldfinch. To be ſare—lIr's a deep ſcheme ! It's 


| knowing 4 thing or two | Hay, old one ? Pigeon- 


ing the Green-horns ! 
| Silky, All fo ſafe too, ſo ſnug ! I am'ſo pleaſed, 
and ſo happy ! It's all our own! Not a foul will 


| know of it but our three ſelves! 


Goldfinch. Oh yes—One more, old one— 
Silky. [Alarmed) Ay | Who? Who? 
Goldfinch. Your father—Beelzebub! __ 
Silky. Lord! Mr. Goldfinch, don't terrify me ! 
 #:4ow. To be ſure, it muſt be owned you are 


a ſhocking old rogue, Mr. Silky ! But there is no 


doing without you—So make haſte with your 
deeds and your extortions ; for really we ſhould be 
very glad to be rid of your company— 

Stry. Well, well, P'm ready—1T'll not long in- 


terrupt your amorous haſte. I am a man of buſi- 


neſs! 
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 nefs! I expeRed how it would be, and have a 
_ legal inſtrument here, ready drawn up by my 


own hand; which, when it 1s figned and ſealed, 
will make "all ſafe ! 


_ Widgw. But where is the will ? 

Silty. Oh I have t—Firlt however let ns be 
ſecure. [ Locks both the chamber doors: is going to 
reed, but looks round, ſees the cloſet doors, and with 
great anxiety and cunning locks them too. 
Goldjinch. You're an old trader in fin ! There's 5 
no being too deep for you! 

Silky. "Ah, ha, ha, ha! Do you think lo, Mr. 
Goldfinch ? 

 Goldfinch. Bur I ſhould like to fs you on your 


_ death-bed ! [ A blow from one 4 the vigjetr. 
Silky. Bleſs my foul !—Whar's that ? 


Goldfinch, Zoands? — Odd enough |! ml believe 
he's coming for you before your time! __ 

Widow, It was very ſtrange ! 

Silky. 1 declare I am all of a tremble! 


Widow. Come, come, let us get the ſhocking 
buſineſs over f— Where is the will ? 


Goldfinch. Don't ſhake 1o, man ! 
Silky. Well, well ! —Firſt fien the bond! [Widow 


and Goldfinch going to fign, anether knock heard} 
Lord have mercy upon me! 


Geldfineh, T (ſmell ſulphur !. 
F/idow, Save me, Mr. Goldfinch ! 
Silky. The candles bur blue ! - "  Fouſe. 
_ Goldfinch. Pſhaw ! Zounds, it's only ſome cat 
in the cloſet! _ 

Silky. I heard it in both the cloſers! ! 

Golgfinch., Why then there are two. cats !— 
Come: ! Vl Gen— 

[Widow and Goldfinch fign the bond. 
Silky. Where's the prone | ? 
Goldfineh, Here itis! \ Laying it on the tabre. 


Silky. 
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Silky. And here is the will, which, that all 'may 
be fate, we will immediately commit to the flames. 
[ 1s going to burn it at the candle.. Four ſucceſſive loud 
knocks are heard, one from each of the doors. Silky 
farts, drops one candle; and 0Verrurns the other. The 
fhage dark. | 

Silky. Lord have mercy upon us! 

Goldjineh, My bair Rands an end ! 

[ Violent knocking at both cloſets and at the doors. © 
_ Tidow. Save me, Mr. Goldfinch ! Protect me! 
Ah! | Shrieks, 
| Sulky and Milford burſ open the clo ofets and jeize 
on the bond and proninſe: then epen the chamber 
doors, at one of which enter Jenny with lights, and 
at the other Sophia, Harry Dornton, and Mr, 
 Dornton. | 

Sophia, Dear, ma”, what's the matter ? 

Sulky. Where is the will? [ Silky recovers bim- 
ſelf and ſnatches it up} Give it me, you old 
ſcoundrel! Give it me this inſtant, or I'll throttle 
you! [ I/Vrefts it from him, 

Milford. S, gnome 10 You are a pretty 
pair of knaves ! EO 

Sulky.: And you are a very worthy lady ! 

Videw. Don't talk to me, man !—Don't talk to 
me !—[] ſhall never recover my ſenſes again ! 

Harry. What has happened, gentlemen ? How 

came you thus all locked up together ? 

Doruton. Are you here, Mr. Silky ? 

Sulky. Yes! There's the honeſt, grateful, friend- 
ly Mr. Silky! Who would betray his friends, 
plunder the living, a@dlcfraud the dead, for the 


eale of his conlciences and to provide for his 
family | 


Goldfinch. Old one! You're done up! 
Sulky. And here 1s the girliſth old coquette, 
who would rob her daughter and leave her huf- 
band's 
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| band's. ſon to- rot in a dungeon, that ſhe might 


mſry the firſt fool ſhe could find! 


Goldfinch. Widow! You are diſhed ! [Sully exa- 


mines the will } Loft your laſt chance! 


| Dornton, A broken gameſter, nurtured in idle- 


neſs, Ignorance, and diffipation, whoſe ridings, 
 racings, and drivings are over, and whole whole 
train of horſes, dogs, curricles, phaetons, and 
fooleries muſt come to the hammer immediately, 
1s no great loſs. 


Sophia, Oh, la' ! © And what 1$ coming to the 


< hammer? 

| Dornton. * Oh, the hammer is an inſtrument 
« by which Folly 3 is publicly knocked down to the 
« beft bidder ; after which ſhe rifes, gambols, 
<< whiſks away, makes a ſhort flying tour, and 
* gallops back to be publicly knocked down 
< again. 

Sophia. ©<* Dear 1—Poor Mr. Goldfinch !” 
_ Dornton. 1 knew your father, fir : "tas happy for 
him that he is dead ! If you will torlake theſe 
courſes and apply to iP | 

Goldfinch. Damn trade! Who's for the ſpring 
meeting ? Croſs 'em and wind 'em ! Seven to five 
you don't name the winner ! I'm for life and a 
 curricle ! A cut at the caſter, and the long odds ! 


Damn trade ! The four aces, a back hand, and a 
lucky nick! Pm a deep one! That's your ſort 1- 


| Exit. 
Sulky. And now, madam— 


 Widew. Keep off, monſter ! You imell of Ma- 


lice, cruelty, and perſecution ! 


Sulky. No, madam: 1 ſmell of honeſty | FY 


drug you nauſeate, but with which you mult 
_ forcibly be doſed ;—I have glanced over the will, 
and find I have the power. 


Widow. Let me go, goblin You are a hi- 
v0 
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deous perſon, and I hate the ſight of you! Your 
breaſt is flint !—Flint ! Untfeeling Gorgon, and 


F abominate you! [Exit into an inner chamber. 


Sophia. Nah, you are a kind, good, croſs old 


foul ; and Lam ſure you will forgive my poor ma”! 


We ought all to forget and for give? Ought, not 


we, Mr. Dornton ? 
Harry. | With rapture, and looking to bis father} 


'Do you hear her, fir 2 


Dornton, Harry has told me of your innocent, 
pure, and unſuſpetting heart—l love you tor hav= 


1ng called me an ugly monſter ! 


Sophia. [To Horry} La, Mr. Dornton, how 


could you— ! 
Sulky. Harry—Give_ me your hand—You: Wye 


4 generous and a noble nature ! But your generoſity: 
would bave proved more pernicious than even your- 


daiffipation. No misfortunes, no not the beggary- 
and ruin of a br. could juſtify ſo unprinciphyd 


a Marriage ! | 
| Dorwton, And now [T « My. Sulky] my friend !- 


Milford, My father ! 

Horry, My —! 

Sulky, Whoo ! If you wiſh to get another word. 
from me to-night, have done. [{Y urning to Silly]. 


T hate fawning ! 


Silky. Ah, Mr. Sulky, you will have your. hu- 


 mour. 


Sulky. The undiſcriminating SY ay of this 


young man ſupported. you in your day of diſtreks ; 


for which, ferpent-like, you rurned to ſting your 
preſerver. = 
Silky, Ah, you will have your humour. 
Sulky., Yes; and it is my humour to ſee that. 
our villany ſhall be expofcd in. 1ts true colours. . 
© Sip” falſehood, and fraud, are your famihars.. 


To ſcreen your ayarice, yo made-it believed: that 
G | : £7 this 


receive their full demand. 


Dornton. The propoſal is juſt. Liſten to that 
. worthy man ; and. if you can, be honeſt with a- 
good grace. Every thing will then be readily ad-. 


_ Juſted, and I hope to the fatisfaCtion of all parties. 


| Exeunt omnes. 


Ev1L6GUm 
Spoken by Mrs. MaTTocks. 


M y ſcentc faults and follies laid aſide, 

No widow now, nor diſappointed bride, 

My own plain ſelf I once again reſume; 

Sent by the author here, to know his doom. 
Would you condemn him ? Do, with all my heart. 
To own the truth, I don't half ke my part: 
Through five long acts the butt of ridicule, 

A hard unfeeling heart, a flirt, a fool, 

My daughter's tyrant and my lover's tool, 

I hoped the bitter pill he'd overcome, 

| By making up an epilogue ſugar-plum. 

But no !—Madam, ſaid he, take my advice, 
And conquer feelings which are much too nice : 
Fear not-to hold the mirror up to vice. 
We, who paint human characters, muſt ſhew them _ 
Such as they are; or nobody would know them. 
 —But, fir, the fex ! A woman |—Very true : 

I'm ſorry fo many fat for me, while I drew. 
—Hure ! Really, fir—! Nay, don't be angry, madam : 
Both ate the apple, Eve as well as Adam. LT 
And, while through thick and thin the paſſions goad, 
Nor Eve nor Adam ſtay to pick their road. 
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this gentleman had: been the cauſe of lodging. the 
detainders, and had done the dirty work of which 
even 'you were aſhamed. But the creditors ſhall - 
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Griffon or Sphitix th' infulted eye before ; $6 
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